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Pitcher in Paradise 


fHAl’TER I. 

Introductory — I nl) j->uin‘’listic id ils — Shiucr and Reginald Shirley 
Prooks — Iln. (jiic*y s ‘ISum* r (1c. Ilow to T iks 

C xre (f'llim -Ur foscj * 1 pt- The denunc ution of Pelcf 
l)lohl)S — lh rcbe linn 1 f Shiltti I he ''i U iidid phil s )^h\ of LiHle 
Wii^'T^^lnrtcr xMilfi his lirst ind onlv Imrleyiut — And acts as a* 
lady s litcrJSrv atl\i i r- Mxstti and the Christmas cards — The 
Lconoi ist — The aitless Init^r and the kuyer’s cl rk — Shirley's 
desptrate ruse Iht <ldinilion of a bribe — onifler s sifi deposit 
scheiiKs — A hunt 1('^ tw I'^iindrtd — 1 nferin^ uj m a*Untpcy m 
DineS Inn — The possibilities of i chain inciiire — Wellintjtoa 
Street si/td up- Ilow tht 1 Dim ion issisled - A little dinner la 
Old Rjiid Stfiet— Wit^ iit^ xs lurs (Vviivie — Ih iou.,h song of 
the linnet — A b \ at llie . 1 inpii — lenoie— A ttr e hornw.d 
dilemmx — An awlul i?itei^u| tion, add— A trxjic ending 

“Two c:ini> an’ ve rmooths, | one small Bass, one 
cream de monnth, a^Jiihiiny Walkei with a baby soda, 
aii’^a ci^ar for the I^^ke o’ Devonshire • ” 

The damson-complcxioned * oung m^/n ensconced 
bchmd. the bar, who appeajr^d to constitute the entire 
staff of the club, repeated the order word lor word 
and then enquired, somewhat brusquely • 

“ What price smoke does his grace gqperally ’ave ; 
threepViy or fourp’ny ? 
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“Fourpenny, of course, blast your impudence!*’ 
roared the clean-shaven 'man of forty who, but for his 
glib oath, would have seemed positively pL»rsonic. 
“ When did you ever stfe hiii Grace smoke a thrcep’ny, 
pray? P"or the abyiule ignorance an’ iiiefficicncy of 
its servants, damned if this club don’t take the bun of 
any in London ! ” 

It was at the flunkey’s club ha'jd by Old lOond 
Street where t;lie coachmen, the footmen and the 
valets of the great foregatlior in their ]( i^ure moments 
and address each other bv their masters’ titles; but 
to me it was nothing less than Mr T*ac*klc and the 
Bath greengrocer come to life again ; and ])ut for the 
fact that ^tx^y friend* Phil May has ^since pictured it 
all in lifelike black'-and-wh^^e, I still mig^.it take it 
for a Dickens’ nightmare. Buf the spectacle of these 
'•plushitcs **10 thew little paradise suggested l^<T*which 
I had long and vainly sought — an ai)t ^titlc for 
another chronicle'' of cheerful yesterdays, of boon 
companions in the warm Ijygon* ; a second Pink 
'Un and a Pelican. , 

Six years have flitted by since that tentative and 
unpretentious 'work came ^off the ])ress, but one 
searches in vain in th'(^ preseilt^rlay for fhe counter- 
parts of the bright soi^s of the morning of twenty 
years ago who figurcjci in its Piigc'-. * The strictest 
moralists have shown in fiction that men wdld in their 
youth become virUiou-j and Astcliily enough in after 
life ; but alas'! ‘so many die in their ‘apprenticeship. 
L/Ucky is he wdio -dives to^say, ** Alea, vina, ‘Ve?ius^ 
tribus his sum f actios agemrs** — play, liquor, love, by 
these was I made poor ; for regret is a thing best left 
to women, whereas the memory of big things achieved 
keeps sweet for ever. 
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• 

* Ere you honour 'me by stepping into my Paradise, 
may I bP permitted to remark that, for^ ob^vious 
reasonst the names of some of the personages in this 
st^ry are fictitious, thougK n^py of them will be 
luminous to ‘the e®lightcned elect ; most of them, 
Jiowever, arc real, and all. the cve^nts •recorded are 
facte. * • 

I Am growing oltl and materialistic now, but in the 
year* that Iroquois* won the Derby was in the 
exquisitely virginal position of being a joiynalistic 
novice '^ilh but two living ideals. The first was 
William Fafn« Goldberg arKl the second Reginald 
Shirley brooks, bcltiT known as ‘Shifter’ and ‘ Peter 
Blobbs,’ re qiecbh'cly. In those day^the favo^ipte haunt 
of sportinj; men, theat^^al mafiagtrs, playwrights 
and other literary light infant! y was the Gaiety 
Bar, wlitefcV, upon a large circular sc^it, in^the top* 
lounge, 'wuul cl be found gatheicd on any afternoon a 
little clique sclf-stylotl the ‘ Gaiety wO(H'jiablcs,’ consist- 
ing principally of Bill klollaml, P'^"d Hughey, Harry 
Ulph, W. T. Purkiss, Mr Cooper wh« kept the 
‘ Albion,’ and a great many others of lesser degree, 
presided over by iJr Jioseph Pope, ^he jlcar old* 
'doctor was* perhap^^ fhe greatest ^ mixture of wit, 
talent, oddity and obstinacy that ever lived, volubly 
condemning ly’s friends to ‘niciry-and-sclt/cr while 
lowering* only the best whisky himself, preaching 
popular*hygiene in kjctu/c h.dl^ for. a couple of hours 

in the evcning*and doing himself rfght well^ with 

his cronies at the Gaietjr^or mo'^t of the remainiiig 
twenty-two. His star lecture wa^ entitled “ Number 
One: How to iTake Care of Him,” and I was not 
inconsiderably flattered one evening whefi Shifter and 
Shirley invited me to join them in visiting a Hall in 
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Store Street, Tottenham Court Road, ostttisibly to 
listen to a tirade against smoking and drinking, but 
really to ‘jolly’ the fine old Jope. Three seats had 
been reserved for us in the front row facing the 
platform, on which stood the regulation green cloth- 
covered table surnfiOunted by the stereotyped crystal 
water-bottle. At' eight o’clock or thcreaboftls the 
discussion started, r.nd for a time it looked like being 
a very yellow sort of evening, bat as the back and 
upper parts of the hall filled up, the doctor warmed up 
too. Now when he became declamatory, his voice, 
aUvays husky with good living, grew into' a low- 
pitched roar, and soon after he had struck these 
tones, he advanced to the rail where the footlights 
ordinarily^ ^rc, and fixed his large expressive e}'es on 
Shirley. " . 

“ Sitting here in front of me to-night,” he^gri^^d. “ is 
a young man of wit, refinement, and education, the 
son of an editor of Punch and himself a huiYiorist of 
no mean order. Put what has he done for himself? 
He has, by j^hc aid of a concoction of tissue paper 
and Egyptian tobacco-dust (here he held up a 
cigarette) lowered himself to level of a gibbering 
idiot ! ” ' 

This bold attack drew^a thunderous roar of delighted 
api)lause from the audimee, and Shifter mercilessly 
humped his back and leant forwaW, aTter the familiar 
manner of the ventriloquist’s old j^nan, to stare at poor 
Shirley, who ..ubsequendy kilfed himself by cigarct'te 
smoknig, and who by this v’me was as rosy as a hot 
lolDster. The lecturer turne^ his penetrating gaze on 
Shifter, with whom, by the way, he had been lunching 
all the afternpon. 

“ Next to a good meal at mid-day,” he continued 
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“•no greater blessing Can man crave than the appetite 
to enjoy it ; but th<? best lun«hcon or dinner ev^* put 
upon actable can be macle a curse — a cu7'se^ t say — by 
v^Jiat is druhk before and j^terji^,” 

Shifter’s nose wat pyckered in playful resentment ; 

, otherwise he did not flinch.. Much painter than poor 
Shv-lcy had been, he gazed up at the doctor and 
muttered, though iiot loud enough*for the audience to 
hcai^ “ Four gins-aiid-bitters, a pint of Beaune, and 
seven whiskies-and-sodas. All right.’^ < 

“In t|ie front ro\’* of the audience,” the relentless ' 
Jope went on, observe a young man of wnisiderabj:! 
promise, a man whg gained honours at the University 
of Oxford, a rising journalist a*id one ^cypable of 
achieving a high place ii^ithe woTld of letters. But, 
my friends, he has c^)ntractcd the detestable and 
execrab’^habit of dram-drinking ; his, body h? rapidly' 
becoming sotldened with alcohol, and in less than a 
year he will be one remove lower fliap the beasts of 

the field. Itellyofi ” 

But at this [)oint Shifter, perfectly umuffled, arose 
from his scat, and, gazing first at the lecturer and 
then at the audience, v)bservcd, with* truly^ oriental* 
• composure-*-” A mbre* imperfinent impt)stor than 
this seemingly amialJle old gbntleman I have never 
listened to. bf.any gcntlema i, wants my scat he can 
have it:./ am now about to jjroceed to the Oxford 
Music Hall to spenalja auict intellectual evening with 
Pat Feeney!”. ^ 

Naturally we slunk out ^'ter hinj ; but nothing ev«r 
discomposed Little Bill. He lived like a sportsman 
afid died like *a philosopher,” was Willie Wilde’s 
observation as he stood at the grave-side at Tonbridge, 
and a more fitting epitaph will take some finding. 
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Once he was bein^ driven ov6r that ifhguartled 
mountain road which lies between Roquebrune and 
Mentone, where a twelvc-incH swerve of your- wheels 
would land you over the t;dg6 of the cliffs and slap 
into eternity. The driver’s two little, horses were 
particularly fresh, and were being brutally slashed 
along qit all of thirteen miles an hour, when ‘Shifter, 
who had been sitting up till three that morning at 
Giro’s and wasn’t feeling more tlfan fit, stood u[)' and 
pulled the tOcher by the co.it-tails. 

“ Without .claiming lo bo better or more reverent 
tlian my fellow-nicn,” he observed, “my object in 
setting out for the hataille dc Jlciu s at M.ntone was 
to take my part in the pious observann's wdiich usher 
in the season of Lent. If *vou land the lt)t of us in 
the Medih'rranoan it’s jw/r tauU, but be good enough 
to rcmewiber that I go itUo the next wan*]^. in the 
cause of the Kornan C<itholic religion.”" 

Like man)' another jienmmi of the dilettante school, 
Willie could s< e imnels of ..mon':jy in becoming a 
Gaieiy librc^Jti^t, and his bantling duly came before 
the fcKjtlights ; but we had to admit, as we sat in a 
/ir-^t-Ilocjr Iront-ioum at the old IVh»n:i in ’Maiden Lane 
on the morning after tlie piodvctron, that Turpin 

the Second was not gdjng lo cbnncft w'ith the coin. 
The piece wais full oi brr»ht ainl witty lines and 
speeches ; but there is something' more in tlie trick of 
a Gaiety burlesfjne than all thv\1^ and the following 
day’s iK)tice.j ‘Were disheartening c/iongh to have 
turned a hungry elephanfr^ against his buns. 

“ Bill,” said I to the bravq; little chap whose love of 
repartee was so irrepressible that** on the w^eH- 
remembered^ occasion of a certain charming hostess 
asking him if he’d seen Over the Sea with a i^ai/or — 
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(the no^I of the; gioment) — hew blurted out, “ Not 
exactly, ljut IVe been Under the Seat with a Welsher, 
and iPs no catch, I* assure you ! ” « ^ 

Biflie,” ,said I, “ che^r up ! Overhaul the piece and 
flry'it again ” • ‘ i »• 

But Willie only shook his head , 

“No, w^rthur,’’ he answered. “Clearer, less- prejudiced 
juSgments than mine have declared it to be ‘N.G. I 
don»’t refer to the. papers ; they can go and sugar 
themselves ; but, as the curtain went up and Alma 
Stanley, who is as clever as vshe’s beautiful, ’saw that 
thehoifee was packed, she turned to Krnrhie Broughton 
and exclaimed, ‘My! Wliat a lot of people have 
stayed awciy from* Carl Rosa’s Mineral just to come 
here T ” •> a. - • 

Such philosophy as tihs was beyond all argument. 
Yet it was just about this time that Willic^’s opinion 
of a passiotiatc pLiylct was solicited by a little lady 
who has since made a« mighty ijaine indeed as an 
emotional novelist. She had n^(,^ then trodden the 
devious path that leads from the boudoir tothetbook- 
stalls, and quite possil)ly she had no literary ambition 
beyond that whieV inspired her to stand pat on a 
bunch of ^the mojit stilted apd ridiculous* mediaeval 
blank verse that c\)i:r compositor took off a hook; 
but Shifter had been named U) her as the one Bachelor 
of Arts in alULomion who Could free her stuff from 
errors, chain, and to him she accordingly sent it. 
For several weeks ^it lay in 'kis drawer at the office 
sne-iwed under, as it wery, by an avalanche of writs 
and summonses, until, on one Saturday morning, the 
, charming littlq. lady called by appointment to fetch 
it. Now Shifter always was most courteous to the 
fair sex, and the dainty authoress’s first exclamation 



8 


PinClIER IN PARADISE 


on being shown mto our fraiij: ofhee watc one -of 
wonder that any person could produce 'copy' in so 
noisy iind' distractin'^ a place. • For' outside the larj^^e 
window which constitutes our only wall on the northern 
side, thqrc is the novti''-ccasin‘^ roar of the traffic, T7ic 
shouts of the newspaper boys, Ihc monotonous rini^- 
im:^ of the omnibus bells, ahrl the cries of many coster- 
mongers and hawkprs. On this particular a.m., a 
peddler from Houndsditch patrolled the kerb-stone 
only ten feet btlow us and kept u[) a maddeniir^ 
cadence bf — “ One penny ! A new aif amusin’ toy ; a 
novelty, lik(‘wisc a kc wrosity. One ]>cnny ! ” ‘Shifter, 
however, deemed it his duty to assure the f.iir sister in 
the cratt that not did the vorireration not hinder 
us in our -aork/ biit<]that we proUibly could not j^et 
alon(» without it. Virgil, he f( minded her (ai)ologisin^ 
for institu;tiniy the comparison) ^ave us to understand 
that he was inspired to write his pastor,d {joetry by 
the hum of the bv»es arounck him, liie /r;//s s/t^^/rnfs 
of all flyiiv^ things i|i^ the air, the drowsy hum of the 
hcd;;o.*ow‘; and thou'^h, he said, Vir^dl probably lied 
about the bees in his own ca>e — for it Wtis well known 
that when he \yasn’t sound askvp in his littie back 
attic he was cribbiiv^ bjts <)r4: yf t,he Odyssey in the 
‘Sicilian Dritish i\^useurji —therc'<» could be no doubt 
about his theory being quite right. In^r as long as 
he was able Willie fought shy ofvthe subject of the 
playlet, but the little authoress cornered him at last, 
ar.fl very skiKully anci^ ambil^uoasly did he fence 
with l?er. Finally, however^ the bolt had to fall. 

‘*'So much for tht plot, Mr Goldberg,” she cried, 
pctti.shly; “and now -as regards the cast. With your,^ 
knowlcrlge of our leading actors, to which of them 
would you entrust the interpretation of ‘ Rodolpijo ' ? ” 
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Shifter’s eye cauglit mine and ^caused me to move 
*away, o^ensibly to re-post an old copy of The Spirit 
of the Times, as *he turned on her withoa 1 Vjk as 
heaviry serious as thowi^h tie were the Literary Adviser 
ITJThe Thames Ironworks, and observed : 

“ Well, I 'should say Joe IClvin ’ ” 

Biit> ^:hronic iinpccunio^ity was the badge of all 
our tribe, as well as the reason w^y the dark passage 
anS the winding staircase were haunted on publishing 
days by duns, process-servers, and many ‘Species of 
sheriffs officers, collectively called writters. Threats 
and nrtnonrs of threats swamped the letter-boxes, too. 

“There are a lot of Christmas cards come,” said 
Master the prosperous, one Noeltime. “ One of you 
fellows had better review them vind giva them good 
notices. vSupposc you <iO them, Shirley.” 

Peter Blobbs took up a pen and wearily^ scratched 
out : *. 

‘“The ordinary gluti of Christmas cards is once 
more on us, but we fail to sce^ uovel, any- 

thing original. The notifications of the Westminster 
County Court arc still of the familiar orange-coloured 
hue; while, as before, Messis Uod & Longstaffc, the 
eminent d^bt-collet;tors, ‘x-nd their periodicahreminders 
of this and every other quorter cmi the blue paper 
which has become ’ ” 

“ What thd deviVs this?” shouted Master. “ ^lessrs 
Dod Longstaffc, whoever they ma\' be, have sent 
rfothing to this office.” •!' 

“Oh, haven’t they?” cried the entire riaff as 
one man, arising to go out, while Master, growling 
^out something,about having to-do his work himself, 
grabbed up a pen and was left angrily demonstrating 
that two fat naked little boys and a milk-white dove 
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flying round a frostod plum-pudcjing were sywibolical 
of the highest aspirations of the Christian relij^ion. 

In Vhose days we ha*d aa cashier a dear old 
Northumbrian who met a|l applications for ‘^a bit 
on account” with a inoraf lecture, but never a frac 
refusal. One of hiij, cherished ‘apothegms was that, 
next to the riian ‘.vho strenuously tucked avvay part 
of his weiekly envelope as a surprise for his landlady, 
the one who would eventually take the race j^nd 
connect with thtjk stakes was the one that carried his 
money in' ‘a purse, since ^he deliberateness of pulling 
out his wallet' and rcinovii^g the elastic band*-wheii- 
evW he thought that one wouldn’t hurt him, would 
give him time to reject that, afte/ all, he was better 
without it.« »/13et.weeivthem Shifter rwid Shirhy kept 
the old gentleman in a per/»etiial j;roan, lor whilst 
the one dropped in with the regularity of a postman 
^ach morning, the other daily sent dowv. the man- 
serwant from the .private hvtel in which he lived 
(and died) in l>edford Place. There was, it’s true, 
one of, th^se servitors who fairly pu\ the cat amongst 
the pigeons. * He was quite new to the ways of 
impecunious literary men, and SVirley had ordered 
him to g© down and annux ^wl^it petty cash the 
'Economist had about horn. In liue season the fool 
returned, litc-rally beaming with smiles. 

“ I couldn’t see the old gentleman ‘c'os he wasn’t 
there, .sir,” he panted, for he had been runnirig, “ but 
there was two .^toutish men, one wXh a black bag a'S 
I could sec was a lawyer, and who said, W'hen the 
clcik in the orficc tuld ’em as he didn’t know where 
you lived but thought as you'd gone ^broad, that he 
wanted to see you most particular this very day 
about a big legacy what had been left you;, so I 
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gave your add/ess an* the>’re on their way up 
“here naw ! *’ 

Paje and livid witlr fear and anger, Slrirley arose 
from his bed in his nightshirt, and having ‘ printed * 
'CiT a sheet of notepaper this significant notice: 


No One.io r.Nii'R inis Room unofr Any 
TRIIIXI UMYL THI. iNQinST 11 \S I5ELN HELD, 

e 

/>y Qflier. 

* ’ . '' THE CORONER. 


he tremblingly' affixed it outsider thC‘ door, and, 
having locked and bO.tcd himself in and formed a 
barricade of the fuiniture, retiied to bed iigain, with 
the firm kitention of remaining tiiere until Master 
came to town and oiganised a **elief expcrlition. 

In those days of leckless ^.Jighthi'artedness and 
financial scheming there seldom was a "Friday on 
which one or other of John Corlett’s staff was not 
arrested at the instance oi some impatient tradesman, 
and (thoygh I mprcifuHy iijrain from publishing it 
here) at least one of the ^jubli'diing clerks still at 
No. 52 could tell the name of the tipstaff who 
once droppM in on a lloxihg Day, with his hat in 
his hand and the^gbsei vation on his lips that, though 
lie had got “several little \+iings'' i*j his pocket he 
would “say nothink about ’em to-day,” since’ he had 
merely “called in for his Chiistihas Box ! ” 

This worthy' it was who taught us with what strange 
significance the Law regards the oyster. I was 
walking down Fleet Street with Shifter, bound for 
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Sweeting’s on the pro|^>osition of* natives/ On the very- 
threshold of the shop doqr our friendly tipstaff ap- 
peared,’ set^iningly out of the bowels of the earth 'tself, 
and laid a detaining- hand on Willie’s shoulder. It 
turned ort to be a matfer of .^36, 16/*. bM. or Holloway 
Castle, and, being alv.ays briskly alive to the value of 
procrastination, I tijld the writter, as I gently bvt 
firmly dragged him into the shop, tljat we were about 
to partake of twelve oysters a[)icde, but were qu^te 
prepared — nay, \\ould brook 110 denial — to make it a 
quarter of ^ \ gross, so that* he might jm'n us. 

‘‘No no, no oysters for nYe ! ” he sho^n:(^ grabbing 
at the door-post and nearly ii[)‘-etting the free shrimps. 
“ Oysters is a bribe. bJit — er — there’s no harm in half 
a tankard oVstout! ” * , ' , 

But Ihllie’s relish had departed. For the only 
Person in the world from whom he had the least hope 
of getting the blunt that day — the Old ’Un — was at 
Newmarket and vvoiTld not be back till night. Shifter 
was borne off to a spe nging-house r' the city, where, 
for a fee, he was to be kept until four o’clock. And 
.when I went down with the scucii to release him I 
fo\ind liim, sen ne as ever, wr’tin^' cheery notes-to- 
c^uerics for the ’fo/, des[hte the fact tl^.t one of 

the two grim-visagC^d gacVlers bet-iveen whom he was 
sitting had just told him that “if your pal ain’t here 
with thi! brass before the quarter pa.?t, we shall ’avc to 
see about makin’ a start ! ” 

The only occasion on which I remember him being 
,, seriously put out by the absence of some money was 
during the last weeks of his tenancy of some rooms in 
Henrietta Street, Covent Garden. He'c, in an old 
house long since wiped out by “decay’s effacing fingers,” 
• he lodged with a young female who, if not exactly of 
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^the type of whose “{)eevish proud virfrinity ” the Bard 
of Avon complains, was a lively and pleasant com- 
panion — even if she aid occasionally get' up in the 
night to twist the butions off Willie’s coat so that she 
might be the ‘uel^ter able t('> prove to him in the 
morning how indispensable to hia welfare she and her 
little needle really were. Now ’the sight of any 
coijsiderable sum of money positi^;ely feazed this young 
wexnan : the spectacle was probably too rich for her 
blood. So whenever Willie posscT->sed more than 
might humanely be turned \ipon the manielshelf ojr 
the dre^'Sing-tjible, he considerately remained outdoors 
until such time as he judged hi^ little friend to 'be 
asleep. He would then go home, remove his boots 
before inserting his latch-key, steal stealt'Iflly upstairs, 
and secrete the wad \Yitii great swiftness in some un- 
usual place — beneath the carpet, behind tl^e arras, ip 
the water-i*eceptaclc of the gas-fittfngs, in the basic 
cavity of the stone m.ttchbo.'c, (T down the scoop- 
sheath at the bacl^of the coal-hopper. In discovering 
sites where his little roll or rouleaux rpighl pass the 
night without running the risk of being converted into, 
pin-money his ingA^nujty was wonde/'ful ; and yet pt 
times he ^failed. On, sitch occasions, when he had 
thrice lifted the arra% to look'for th^ collar-stud which 
he held in his fist, or had re-stoked the unkindled fire 
five tinges in four lAinutes, she* had a way of enquiring, 
“What on earth you looking for, dear? ’’with a 
candour that^ trai^cended ffte limijt •of the merely 
human and passed into the thrilling region oi^ divine 
effrontery. And when ^at last ^he left him — wHich 
she did when ^he four walls had*been sold by auction 
and the house-breaking contractors had^ shored-up the 
prop«rty with oak beams until the time came to pull 
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it down — WilHe and' I went over* the ground afresh, 
taking up all the flooring even shifting the hearth- 
stone, in an anguished hunt for’ a certain £200 ’./hich 
he never, never knew the go'^ng of. Ihit it was all r/ix 
bonum, ai the Latins say. Many, a inan who has lost 
money as easily as this has retired to some quiet 
tavern parlour where he could drink himsdf into 
trance without feai'- of interruption ; but Shifter 
vegetated at greater heights. Sadly, almost silently, 
we jointly opened a keg of nails at the old Adelphi 
Club and proceeded eastwards to take over a fresh 
set of fiirnish'^d rooms in Dane’s Inn. 

And, for at least one reason, it jl\.is a memorable 
take-over, that reason being represented by nc>thing 
more important 'or AnusuaDthan an {>rdi*'ary sur- 
veyor’s long-linked chain land-n^casuiv. There may 
have been one hundred t'ards of it or there may have 
been two: the point is unremembored and unim- 
portant ; but as Shifter caught sight of it his eyes 
sparkled and his anxhJ-ty to sign thehagreement which 
the retiring tenant — an excellent sort of chap and one 
*who was obviously game for anything — had ready, 
increased tenfold. The legal 'dc('d being executed 
.between the parties, attested by 'myself, ‘?ind duly 
celebrated at the liltle medicine-cupboard inside the 
door of the bedroom, yVillic picked up the chain- 
measure, and addressing his new landlord, observed : 

“If you have nothing better to doj I can offer you ? 
little entertainment with "the E Division of Police and 
^ a cut oft* the saddle at Simpson’s afterwards. Arc you 
on?” 

And, with a somewhat puzzled air, the new chum 
replied in th^ affirmative. As the clock of St 
* Clement’s Church struck seven, three young ’men 
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ftepped out of the gates of dear, dirty, old, and now 
demolished, Dane’s Inn.^p,And one was tall and. stout, 
and one was of medium height and clean-sHaven, and 
third was small and. carried a prodigious nose. 
Through old Hol/wpll Street they went, unheeding 
invitations to partake of “ half-a-dozcn r,ative o}’sters, 
with roll and butter, for sixpence” ; inattcnti^':e to the 
chadt of the tout vJt the door of tiic snide picture sale 
with his monotonous ‘‘ Now on, gentlemen ; now 
on,” and careless of the hawkers of “ len-a-pctiny, all 
cracked.” On past the alley with the outlet in Drury 
Lane which \ as the favourite bolt-hole of so many 
watch-snatchers, op past the doorw'ay of the once red- 
hot Newmarket Club, on j)ast even Short’s.^ 

” One, It think, before y*e begin” said the little man 
with the large nose, turning into the Gaiety bar; and 
none dissented. “ Now,” continued he, half pulling 
from his pocket the chain which so nearly resembled 
a cable of ware puzzles, and speaking to the man of 
medium height, “ )ou will assist vne with the, measure- 
ments and Arthur will put them dowm in a bool^” It 
was tw'cnty minutes past seven when the trio emerged 
from the Gaiety, and, v»ith a few strides, came to tlie 
corner of ♦Wcllingioi. Streep. Nobody took much 
notice of them until the tall stout one held an open 
book in one and a pencil, in the other, wLile the 
clean-sl-Kivcn one knelt upon the stones, holding one 
end of the long-1 ii.,\-ed chain, and tlie little man ran 
across the road carrying the other end. ‘ When he got 
to the opposite pavement he, too, knelt down, ajid 
held the chain flush to. the dcjorstep of the public 
‘house, * The * Wellington.* ** Forty-four and a 
quarter I ” he shouted. The tallest man c^ied “ Right ! ’* 
and {flit the measurement down. A Brentford market 



6 


PITCHER IN PARADISE 


^cart with three somt.olent white hoiscs had d*awn up, 
waiting till the chain wa^ picked up, and twenty or 
thirty pedestrians had halted in their walk., The 
little man cau'^ht a ragged boy by the coat sleeve. 
“ Put your foot on that ch*iin, there’s a good lad,” he 
‘^.lid, and the boy ebeyed. Then the little man ran 
across the road, «iiid moved the clean-shaven man’s 
end of the chain, ^so that it extended diagonally 
across the road to the workmen’s entrance ot ^he 
Uloruiftii Post. “ Fifty-seven and .i hittock f ” shouted 
the little man, and, once again, the taller prospector 
cned “Right!” and put it down. Then the clean- 
shaven man measured the steps of the Morniui^ Pest 
oftice, and some niachine-mindcis, who had peeled off 
enough clouies to f<‘ej comforhible, came out to lo(;k 
on. “ Higher up, there ' ” cned^ a cabman, who, with 
^ve or si.\ others, had pulled uj) just on the rise and 
by the side of die linked chain ; hut tl .j surveyors 
paid no attention* Attractc 1 by the block in the 
traffic a police con,stdblc came t'Jong and, to the 
smotherci^ dylight of the little man with the huge 
, nose, took over the stage-management. This little 
4righteyes from^up the street \yas one of those fjuick- 
witted, top-heavy, far-sgping ^)ff^cei;s who cpuld, when 
required, renKjve I’As glof<*^ and [Hit flown a rebellion 
single-h.inded. He literally jiounced upon the hire- 
most cabby, who was by this time^icavily engaged in 
a war of wuids with the inkiest (jf ^thc Morning Post 
machinists, anfli ipared •Never mlud about ‘ Go-and- 
takc-a'bath ’ ; you take that hansom round by 
Gatherin’ Street I ” and the six cabs di.sappearcd. 
And not only difl lie do all this, byt he posted a. 
brother officer in the roadway opposite the Victoria 
Club I 
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»A brou</ham, with a lar^e dress-baskrt on the box 
by the^idc of the cc^'achin^^; % pulled up just shoi-fc of 
the second blue-coat. “ MiL;ht let’s slip by, mister,” 
th^^ coachman jjle^dcfl, “ we’/e cjiyi at tne Cantcrb’ry 
in three minutes ” ; but ;thc constable was as adamant, 
raid the brou|;ham had to turn out, to the Iclt By 
thi.T time" the croud was sufficient to choke the 
thoroULjhf.ire at the •Strand end. 

“I^didn’t think,” '•aid one busybody, ‘‘.is they’d 
have interfi'ied witn the Mompn' 1 w.v,^ under 

tWI^ im})iv'ssi(Ji, ns the ne\yy^strt‘ 't stark >1 Irom the 
drinkin’-troU''/i\ •ailsidc* Liu* ya^tiv cook s.” 

“Accordin’ to this,” \i‘i.tiir(.'d a ^I'conrl, “even 
Dt u ly J.am' T]iea}’tcr It ('ll must come do^n. Tlii-s 
conu'S </ bli'.dl)' votin’ for/ (''>unt)' ('oiincil !” 

Meantime the little m'an with the Cyreno probpscis 
had muvtd the end of th<; chain over vv^iich the ra,4^ed 
hov had been mountin^j^ sinitinel^ up from the 
‘ \Vellinj,t<>i^ ’ die poitico of the Ly^'eiim Theatre, 
and now the tcdl, stout man the other end^ up 

the steps and thro‘.;’i th-' swin;; dodr.s (T the 
Victoria (dub. Man^' Iresh w iv fai'ers bci ame deeply 
intere.sted and hun^^ ab<'»ut the bottcun of tjie club 
Heps until tKe adipose jnan rc.ii-^peared. He did not 
call out any me.isuremcnls, betause he him^elt carried 
the boidv, but Ilf,' •'liopjied liis end of the chain while 
he noted nomethiin^ down. So yreat was the con- 
course of people th it .‘J^rniid ]iolii;^'man appeared. The 
three survcv'ors dx'c itne busu 1 than cVer. “Tlii.rly- 
two and a h.ilf!” “Fifteen, seven “ >sinety-thicch 
on the cross ! ” they shouted coiUii^uilly. The a^;ility 
Of the little maif and he who was clean-sliavcn wa.s 
really wonderful. To and fro acro.ss ih?." road the 
pair weVc continually running, clinking the chain 

2 > 
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behind them, whil^ the nioie po/tly one vVas no less 
assiduous in recording tli^e proportions. The, three 
policemen were of the j^fcatest asi>i stance. They 
seemed to enter into th^ business with body and 
soul, determined to p?lVord the rccomioilring party all 
the aid that the LiV could 

Just about thib time a tall man of militaiy appear 
ance and stron<^ build cainc dowp the street from a 
northerly direction. lie was vert' U[iri[;ht, and Lad a 
red face and ^rcy hair, with a ii.oiist.ichc that had 
been pruiu d to the con . '<‘ncy (;f a toothbrush. It 
j\,is Mr Rithard Willi.m'i the then Super- 

ihtcndciit at Dow Stieel, and, o^n catchinj sight of 
him, all Ihicc c<"i I ibles bronj.Jit iht ir boothcels 
togetl^ r sinarlly aii7i swan ^ tluir nght hai,uls to their 
helmets. Mr Stegglos [)i.siwd his way ihiough the 
, crowd, and stood for a inonK. d had iir; enquiringly 
on befoic intt ii'ogating Ins nn n. “ 

Dut those things had iiot pas^^ul unnolicod by the 
measuring trio, and, as the chref (onstedde turned 
angrily upon his suboidinatcs the t dl and adipose 
surve}or slid tpuckly up to his eh an-'- haven con- 
. f( derate and v liispered in Ivs e!Tr, “Duch! Do you 
hear me, duck! Into a pul^ r*)and a ^4rect-corncr,‘ 
anywhere you lilfc, but due k. ?vU et us in five minutes 
on the ihjor at SJinp-on’s ! ” not difficult 

in such a crowd for a man of < \j)rossionless counte- 
nance to wander away into ihe^uiffic, nor for^a sinall 
person to crTnoeal his^no^c in Iris luindket chief and 
stray into the flower-m.u kct. As for the adipose one, 
why, with the Gaiety stage.-door at his very elbow, a 
call on Chari iarr is in his manugcrUl room and -a 
subsequent^ exit by the front door w'crc obvious 
courses. Only once have I passed in and out of a 
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theatre a» prccipiUtoJy — althougli’ that, as a brother 
brush ha% said, is quite another story. ^ 

I hi^d been roam*ing about the town one afternoon 
with a dear old chum,* wha has long since solved the 
great secret of uli^t happens sPfter the undertaker has 
done his worst — Isicfor Emanuei Wertheimer — and 
were*on our way to his rooms •In Etiry Street, St 
James’s, to get into the clothes v^^hich mostlncn put 
on tfibout the evcnwig hour of seven, “ whether they 
dine or not,” as the author of San 7I?j*oncc remarked. 
Wc had mapped out a quiet little evening, to 
commence \\ith something ©ff the grill in the American 
Bar, and a box at the Empire with two little ladies 
to follow. Wertheimer had posted the box-ticket to 
the fair ones, they being unable 4o join ua* until nine 
or ten o’clock. ^ 

In Piccadilly weran intoone John Edmund Chandler^ 
another gortl fellow who has since changed his address 
from Old Bond Street uml Crawley Down to Over 
There, and the programme, so far as •the consumption 
of mixed grills in the American Bar was ebnoerned, 
was abandoned. For Chandler told us that he was 
expecting two or three .of the cheeriest .souls alive to 
take pot-l\|ck with hipj h» his ^ooms, which tvere those 
formerly occupied b}^the nov^^dcfulx:t Lyric Club, and 
were situated over Windover’s, the carriage-builders ; 
and he^insisfccl om us joining the party. Our plea 
about.the box at Jtl;e Itmpire and the two beautiful 
ladies who were to<)c in it b>»<cn o’clock only served 
to settle the busine.ss, for Chandler promised faithfully 
that we should go as soon as dinntjr was over, “ whidh,” 
Le added, “ is generally atout thft time I fall asleep in 
my chair.” 

So ^t happened that about seven o’clock we rapped 
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on Chandlers oak, and were admitted by hi.^ man tQ 
the fvont room of the bijj flat, which wm^ fit^.'d up as 
a billiard room. Now CliaiKller was in his way a bit 
of a collector of old painti ii^s, antujiic clocks, and all 
^orts of out-of-d.itc ruftbish, and beneath t»he lull-sized 
r>urron<^hes-and-\V,.tts, which stood in the centre of 
the apartment, was a mass of dusty bric-a-hrac aud 
‘bargains’ which laid accumulated cluriiv’; his tonajicy 
in Old bond Street. At the end (d'tlie room furtki'st 
from the windtae was a bed made up, no doubt, for 
the recepLion of an\' visitor who mi^dit be s(‘i/( d by 
p^aralysib while WMitin;| fojr lu\ stroke*. a\id anjimd the 
walls were several s.iddlcba;^ anneha is and a sL'ttee 
or two. A hu^e, fia.nck'ss oil-piint'n ; Innn tin* Paiis 
Salon — a nude, by Ke Ouestu*, reprt.sentir\;^ a black 
woman and .i white arising from hiujc oyster shells — 
was affixed to the wall by dr iw iny-pins, whilst other 
unccjnventional frappin^ts and nxip ’.s 1./ > hnnn rous 
to mention ^^ave amph' exidence ot the ficc and 
unfettered (Hsp<.sitif>u of th.e host.% 

Ilavin;^ tal^i n olf our oV(r(oals and thrown th(‘m 
dow’U somewhere or oilier, we were joined by Chandler 
Ijimself, who w\\s (juite in his liest humour, the cheery 
souls haviny all turned, up j.iid btxn;; (juite, ready for 
several sherrys and curaco.is. roi ,i *|uarter of an 
hour or so the faithful henchman with lu\ trust)' cork- 
screw never knew a dull moineiK, and then, it was 
that our host, w'hose welcome co.nv^tcd princijr^Jly 
distributing; hoarty slap% on the back and murmured 
“ Deai^ old chaps ! " amon" his "uests, thouj;ht it would 
be* (juite to the taste *of everyji(.»dy to have “just a few 
rats, James, before we sit dowm to t^e souji.” lie. 
sugj;(\stcd them just as anybody else mij;ht have 
intimated that a dozen natives apiece across R,cgont 
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J^trcot at* Mrs 1 )rivcVs woiiUln’t be a bad lead-off; - 
and, bcfoie^ anyb(‘^^y had time to seconji the 
proposition, the alert brought the rodents in. 

^ There were just two do?en them in a common 
wire cage, a’ad by flie way in which they scpieahed and 
.struggled in their j^rison it ocrurrel:^ to that it had 
"+)^£en a long time bctu(‘en meals with tliem* Then 
Chnindicr called, qyite affectionaTely, for the “little 
dav?g,” and, greatly*to my surprise, it turned out to be 

one of those chr\ ^anthemum canines iTom the Isle of 
' # « 

Skye: one of the little toy bow-w'ows that w'omcn* 

love to [)at anti make a sicK'ining fu-ss of > one of thiC 
representatives tjt .ICs.iu in the groat tlog congress. 
Hardly had the lilt'c d.iw'g got*into thej-oom than 
there was^i shout of “ II^Io thefe!” from Chandler; 
the cage swished in the air, and a living rat took me 
clean in the left eye ! Jack had pressed the cage doo» 
open and swaing the whole td* the twenty-four rats all 
over the billiaid-table ! %)me nislir^l for the pockets, 
squealing in their i^ight, whiKt others boldly jumped 
(H’er the cushion ; and ran round the rof)m in .search 
of bolt-holes. Somebody lifted the little dog on to 
the table, and, ainifl^t encouraging slx^uts qf “That’s 
it — good #?org— gi\'e t<j liyfi!” he instantly killed 
his first rat, in baull<. A second rodent was turned 
out of the teyv left-hand j)ocki;t. and, shifting his play 
to that end of the t?\l>l(‘, the rag ',ed little fellow slew 
the little grey pest^iirst wlu'rc the red ball should have 
been, to a deli(;htef1 chorus oT*“ That’s*it, boy,^'ouVc 
not spot-barred ! ” Up and down the table he w’^nt 
after the vermin until eleven n^ts lay bleeding and 
•gasping and dying on the green cloth. Then, as 
there were no more on the tabic, ‘ Rags ’ was put 
upon •the floor to hunt for the ‘lost balls,* Frcn. 
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• time to time he would turn a rodent out from the 
interlbr of a grandfather’s -clock or put ufi another 
from playing Brer Rabbit in a mediaeval soup-loireen. 
Others were found in {he bed, beneath sofa-cushions, 
and bdhind the cue-rack ; and irf all rrineteen had 
been accounted fo^Vhen the butler came in with the 
welcome news that dinner was on the table. 

From a conversatfional point of.-^iew the dinner -was 
not a brilliant success. For our host, having lately 
purchased a house in Sussex, ever so many miles from 
*a railway station, was taking in country life through 
tbe pores of his skin, and 'he shut us aH up by offering 
to bet an even tenner that nobody* at the table could 
put down upon paper the rough song of the linnet. 
If tlv‘ generous reader uiV pardon my tSirusting a 
piece of purely person.il and entirely useless informa- 
tion upon him, I may assure him that I didn’t even 
try. Having been bom within one hunefred yards of 
Oxford Circus, I never did veptate comfortably 
amon^ rustics, and should find no delight whatever in 
being noticed in the county press as the producer of 
the fattest pig or the biggest turnip that ever was 
Seen. Since my patents put mb here without authority 
— and probably withdyt intch^ibn — the 'p‘'vemcnts 
have always been good enough for me. 

Others, however, politely disposed humour the 
man whose food they w'cre consuming, had a^ shot at 
it for wagers of small ^i]vcr, bur ^one got cveh near 
the g(^l. Theif^ essays were mostly of »ne, or at most 
th<<ee, words ; wherjsas Chandler, triumphantly pro- 
ducing a copy of Thi Sporting Life (to which sound 
authority he had previously written) und turning to 
the *'Answe»a to Correspondents,” proclaimed: 

** The linnet’s rough song is— Tolic-gow-gow{ tolic- 
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joey-fair, tolic-hickey^ec, tolic-equay-quake, tuc-tuc- 
w'zzie^uc^uc-joey, equay-quake-a-weet, tuc-tuc-we/st ! ” 
And one and all cried, sycophantically : • 

" Of course it is 1 Why aoiildn’t wc think of that ? 
*No soonc^ was^thc dinner* Wer than ouj’ host 
, proved to us that he was no liar aiboiit his habits by 
Ndiopping* off into a heavy and cvidchtly much-needed 
slunjber. It was the happy, ^uikdess sleep fhat the 
youfig mother loves to notice in the faces of her 
darlings when she goes into their rooirPto see if they 
are covered up all light beforC she herself retires, and, 
it absolved us^f any ohli!;jition to stay ^ any longer 
than we wanted to. At least, I thought so. Thefe 
arc some persons so tied to the canventionalities that 
they woul(^ have «twakcn<xl a ho^ to <>ay ^good-bye/ 
but I do not believe; in doing that. Personally I 
thanked the butler for a perfectly delightful time, and} 
begged that*lic would ikA take the \roublc to come 
downstairs to the street-diMn* — alth<%ugh, as he said, it 
was no trouble at all as he’d got to^go down to put 
the kitten out. , * • 

On going into the bilHard-room to gather my coat 
and my companiort I /ound Chandler’s man-ser\'anj 
’ on his hiyids and.kiccS, shifting the relics stored 
beneath the billiard-fible so tlmt the little dog could 
get in and out more freely. Locking up, beaming 
with satj.sfaction, htf remarked : 

He’s caught t^'o more, sir, while you’ve been at 
dinner: that makeS twcnty-dl^ in aJl.^ 

As I did not wish to wound the simple creffiture’s 
sensitive feelings, I put gin amount of false joy irtto 
my “No, really?” that was worth much more than 
the Information itself, picked up my cojit, which lay 
in a jheap on one of the saddlebag settees, and 
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joining Werthein'ipr outside, started to ^^lk to the 
Empire. * • 

wejl remember what a crowd there wa^*at the 
E!mpire on that night, even' greater, I think, than 
after an average Uniy^-rsit^' J^oat !^ace. As we passed 
throii^Jh wc encountered Mr Slater, whd told us that 
one lady oniy ha/^ arrived and had taken possessio^ 
of the box. It was Isidor’s fairy of the moment, and 
her name was Lenore Mitchell. ^ * 

Lenore wa,s a handsome, rather than a pretty 
woman, rand had been accustomed to rule those witliin 
her environment with a, pettish will. If she had 
5;eally been* a queen instead of increTy thinking that 
she was one, ht‘r sybjects w'oiild 'have experienced a 
stormy rdgn, with v^jiriablc winds ckangiivg to a gale 
later, and perhaps some .sndiv. 

Isidor introduced me to her*as the author of a story 
which she had read, and she in.stantly showered lier 
patronage upon rqe. ^ 

“Sit there," ske .said with the cyctatorial air of the 
man^wh# calls in on publi.shing day to eat the editor, 
at the same lime indicating the only unoccupied chair 
in the box, and I threw away my .coat and sat there, 
^lost wilkngly would I havf taken greater care of my 
cover, but, coming stmight oi^t of the glare of the 
circle into the dim red-walled box, I couldn’t locate 
the coat-pegs, and, after all, uruljie c(5nsideration for 
one’s clothing is, .so my rjbservalion leads me to 
believe, in thy very w^st taste. « * 

Lejjore looked me over critically for Several seconds 
wi^h an air that caused me to feel about three degrees 
homelier than mud, « • 

“ Now, Arthur,” she said, imperiou.sl^, "if I like you 
you will kno% me as well in ten minute.s as you would 
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in a lifetime; talk io me and me; and you, 

5 sidor, le^ve us. Go into the circle and smoke a 9 /gar.” ' 

\Virthout hesitauin^, Isidor went out, and, as the 
box-door closed, I made a wild attempt to start 
•something, with that inwaVd Whnt of confidence that 
comes over one who has coinme;iced telling a good 
^story aqd remembers all too late tl»at tH’e whole point 
of the thing turns upon an incident which is utterly 
unjfit to be relate^l, and who sees that the only 
possible way out is to invent soin^-other situation 
which is sure to hC (piite poiotlcss and probably even 
put rile. One can’t alw:» 3 ’s si)arkle, especially to 
order. I remeunber a certain gilt-edge3 j^outh who 
once took ilessie llellwood out„to supper. He had 
long read of lier as a regular ipirth-prfwoker, one of 
the most* witching and' enchanting females on the 
stage, and when he mot her at the Cafe Royal, his 
face w.is wi^jathcd with smiles as he anticipated the 
sidC"Sj)litters which wonkl shortlyf fall from her lips. 
Only when soine^ twenty minutes'had elapsed, and 
.she opened her mouth and said, “ I sup^^oseVou don't 
happen to know any certain cure for a soft corn?" 
did lie finish his supper right hurriedly and excuse 
himself on the groi^nd*. of having rernei'abered an 
important ajiiiointmr.-nt on hicratire business with a 
man who had been dead and buried for over three 
weeks. ' * « 

Haj:ipny or otherwise, I was spared the torture of 
inventing false-finishcs, for hliiad barrly spoken one 
hundred words when Lenore, tilting her chair <?i little 
forward and bringing her fair face nearer to mine, Said 
quietly, yet still commandingly f 

" Kiss me." * 

Here was a proper three-horned dilemma! As 
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, one with very clearljr defined viovvs’ upon th<? rights of 
ownd'ship, I would reluctantly have declined ; ^ one 
invited fo play second violin, wfth a prospect of 
ultimate promotion to leadership, I might have com- 
plied irresolutely ; bu^ as one whf> would rather be 
sandpapered ^than ♦appear indifferent to a proffered 
favour, I, had but one course open. Moreover, had J 
hesitated, she mig#ht have wondered whethei; I 
expected a gratuity. * • 

I do not reriiember the colour of her eyes, but as 
/hey looked straight into*" mine they wore a rare sweet 
expression. , Perhaps it w,a*s one of gr.'^itude for being 
let off the rest of that story. i\las ! I shall nev^cr 
know. If only she* had kept on looking at me all 
might have been wel>; instep her of)tics w^indered to 
the corner of the box where Tay, my overcoat, and my 
4gaze went there too. 

Slowly, cautiously from one of the potfkets of that 
coat stole an old ^fey rat. He was as big as a kitten 
and as ^ary as’ a night constalile’s rubber boots. 
When* fairly eut of my pocket he sat up, looked round 
about him and stroked his veteran whiskers. Lenore 
was glaring at h-hn and trembling. * Her shaking little 
hands clutched at her* skiAs r.n^l drew them more 
tightly around heP. I oVserved,*by the way, that she 
wore sky-blue suspenders. Swiftly and stealthily I 
slipped one arm out of my dress-coat, rcmc,mbering 
how the late lamented Abraham* Bartlett once re- 
captured an tibscondift’g alligatdr by throwing a 
he^hrug across its back and forcibly grappling with 
it. I would adopt with t^is rodent the self-same 
tactics by which the excellent old superintendent of 
the Zoo subdued the saurian. Just as I was ready, the 
beautiful Lenore upset it all. She gave a pipcing 
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shciek. The mentar balance of the rat was temporarily 
upset .With what intent I know not, it took '*one 

bound and then scampered ’ 

^ Would that I might break th^.tale ofif here and by 
so doing continue to hold my head up in the.front- 
•parlours of smug respectability. Canno^ I appeal, or 
'’itfcerplead, or get leave to defend? No; the truth 
must' come out. 

The rat, then, scampered clean up Lenore’s lace 
petticoats and did not come down again ! Poor girl ! 
she breathed in Irenzied gulps and gazed at me,, 
imploringly. “ She was becoming whiter »and whiter 
every instant, and p*'csently would surely swoon. My 
first impulse was to wind a handkerchief round my 
right fist .as a protection agiimst the varmint’s 
teeth 

But, hang it all, I couldnt 

With my head positively swimming, I pressed the 
latch of the box-door and got out somehow. 1 grabbed 
at two gorgeous damsels who were passing, a^^d, hand- 
ing them my gloves and handkerchief, implored '^them 
to go into the box and do what they could for a sister 
in distress. 

A policeman, in l*h(5* street, vDutside, grabbed me by 
the arm after I had, as one in a dream, walked into a 
lamp-post and caused my nose to bleed. 

Next nnorning the sun came up as usual ; but I 
naver •saw LenoriJ again, j^hc travelled on the 
morrow, it subsequently transpired, to** Edinburgh, to 
make a last appeal to a lover who had grown tircd^of 
her. Presumably she pleaded all. in vain, for, two days 
later, she shot> herself in the breast in a first-class 
carriage on the Midland Railway and die^ in a cottage 
at Bedford to which some railway labourers carried her. 
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Back to the Fmpire — Swears and Pttcr start for Brighton— But *do 
in’ tht last trim h ifty miks m a Bills Pond h insnm • — At ten 
shillings a mile— On teil.and on vuljjir d^Ulir — Ihe record to 

Horlcv Broken -\Micu I nn Bowlinj; was a roau coachman — 
Bnghton at li>t’— ^rank bhvin’s first nucting with plovers’ 
cgqs — R^m nocntici-.es his own tarilf — i hil M.iytikis four pals 
to the Iv S C — And *.ins Ihiit^ sovertigns on Kif) M‘Kipp — He 
Stands a fiuit salad supper — Phii re<ei\ts an editorial reminder — 
And riRs in a four w heeler — V i latutinal douche Saturday 
ni^dit at th< bavage ( luh — To rntef ihc Dukeo^f Tick — I’hil does 
a little sketching- And 1 reak< ists wuh a f imous biscuit baker — 
The.r subsequent ahjouimncnt t^K chin iiid 
' I 

It f<j}l apon a fateful ni^ht not vtTy many years ac^o 
that my inclination ac^ain took me to the Empire, and 
there, in the promenade that has caused so many licart- 
aches, I oame across Swears^ and the cheery individual 
whom all the boysof that day knew as ‘ Peter ’ — simply 
‘Peter/ Now I have cvci been a perfect walking 
encyclopaedia of useless know]ed;;;e, and, bcfoie two 
minutes had elapsed, I had added to my stpek of 
unwisdom th^ item Peter e and Swears were 
going, down to Brighton together by the u.50 in 
order to shake a loose leg at a ball which was being 
given by a man whofovved Swears a ‘ monkey/ Not 
only did he owe Swears a ‘ monkey/ but what was 
a much mdre important matter, he had that very 
a8 J 
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Tiorning tciken his cfath, broken a plate, blown out a 
[natcht^anck>even offered to bet a luncheon for a dcften 
that he* would positively hand over the stuff'*if only 
Swears would turn up at the^Bri^hton hop before they 
footed the lasf sarabland — or say 'before six a.m» As 
the 11.50 from Victoria runs dowfi in just seventy- 
fiwe minutes, the ‘ monkey* looked as good as a walk- 
over /or them ; meantime the obvious course was to 
see ‘the Empire out. This w^as a walk-over, too. 
Heedless of clocks, we stood by the *Sar where so 
many mighty schemes have been discussed — where 
even Derby wiiy;iers have bren bought overnight — . 
and talked and tippled till the dismal strains of the 
National Anthem drowned the ctmversational purr 
and gave u^ the ofhee to go. • ‘ * 

“ by jigs, never knew .time slip by so quick! cried 
Peter ; but Swears had already grappled with the 
fact, and wasl^ elbowing his way through the light- 
hearted crowd that occupied the space between his 
white waistcoat anc? the way out. tailing ^to the 
breach that Swears’ passage made, Peter an*d I 
followed him into the street, where Peter amply 
justified his name by puUing u[> his first bluff. There 
were two r^,asons, he*.sa?d, Nvhy he was bound to call 
at the Continental. ^Firstly, the ffsh of which he 
partook at luneb must have been every bit as salt at 
Lot’s wife’s elbow ;• secondly, he had got to sa> 
soijiething in three minutes to a girl who had wirec 
to say that she was \fitbout hoj??^, bootSfbbcr or money 
Under ordinary circumstances Swears wouldhavc askec 
Peter if his girl friend coulrln’t bring a girl friend witl 
her, but he was ^o absorbed in the details of a schema 
to break away that he forgot his lines ; ^nd withii 
the next few minutes we reached the Continental, 
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It was at 1146 precisely that, casting off something 
in pale grey eolienne that was telling us that she was 
not really wicked at heart bi]t did love to nave a 
good time, that we awoke suddenly to the need of a 
swift hansom, and proceeded to piie into one that was 
pulled up at the kerbstone — I going along as the 
representative of the See ’Em Off Club. 

“Victoria!” cri(yl Swears to the driver, mounting 
the step, “and in four minutes.” 

Like a grcu.^>ed whirlwind we flew along Pall Mall 
^ and rou‘Aded the Mari'uorough Ih^use corner in a 
style that caused the senttics to halt and look round. 

li ' 1 * 

But no sound of a crash reached them out of the 
darkness : our cabkian knew that his road was clear 
and galloped - the '■>urn with several yards to spare. 
All in vain, however, was ffie gallant effort: the time 
j allowance w'as all too short, and we rattled into the 
station yard and raced through the boo!:ing>office on 
to the platform, o*nly to find»that the 11.50 had been 
gone nearly tw'o minutes. 

Idie and .useless it was to contaminate the atmos- 
phere with profanity, desperate as was Swears’ case — 
^.though he aIoi\e would not acjmi^thc apparent hope- 
lessness of it. , * t t 

“If Charlie sfaid six o’clock,” he gasped, “two 
minutes past six would be two minutc.s too late! 
Six hours and eight minutes yet remain, and though 
Heaven itself defied me” — here, he shook his fist 
furiously, if uhcpnscio&^^y, at the Crippled old lavatory 
attendant, who was leaving for the night but had 
paused to gaze in wonderment at our excited little 
group — “even then \ would have a shy at doing it! 
Peter — Artjiur, come outside.” 

The honest cab-horse that had brought us down 
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was gettiitg its witid* again as wft returned from the 
pTatfqrm to the pavement of the station yard. 'The 
cabman, a fat fello^ v^ith a neutral zone between his 
vest and breeches, eyed us with undisguised surprise. 

* “ Gawd’s trooth > you don’t mean to say as ^you’ve 
been an’ done the train in, gents /?” he exclaimed, as 
with his right palm and some affe*^tion lie smoothed 
dov^n his steed’s coat between the,pad and the* crupper 
— little touch of cennaradene not infrequently shown 
to a horse by a cabman whose “ \Ve'A,^ril leave it to 
you, sir,” has not Lceii illiberally interpreted. * Thougl^ 
nobotly gave tljc man a difcct answer, ^wears’ nc:^t 
remark was siifnciently significant to be mistaken for 
a reply in the affirmative. > 

“ Where^do yoh put up?” » • ** 

“Just off the BaH’ij fund Road, sir,” replied the 
cabman, wlio most probably was well aware that no^ 
trains ran to that fashionable seapdrt from Victoria, 
and then added, “ But,* lord ! \vb night lots ain’t 
particklcr; where* did jer wanter •go to — Clap’am, 
Brixt’n, Streat’am, Bal’ain — on’y give it.a namtf? ” 

In a voice that was not entirely free from emotion, 
but full of terrible earnestness, Swear§ replied : , 

“ I mu^t be at tho C!d Ship at Brighton by six 
to-morrow morning • 

Then it was that the cabman’s buoyancy of spirit 
underwent a* sharp* and vehement slump ; even his 
vpice,«when next 4ic spoke, was changed. He did 
not in tones of hdi^cful cheft^ voluiUttr to make the 
attempt, e’en though he doubted his Roziflante’s 
ability to quite get the^ course^ but instead, in Ae 
.grating, pessiipistic, tired-out tones of one who had 
accidentally removed one or both of his ^tonsils while 
eating with his knife, he began a dissertation, un- 
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. promising as to probable length* oft the vaftie of his 
employer’s animated rolling-stock. 

“My guv’nor, he sets a lot store by thifr yere 
mare, mister,” said he j “ h^ gived fifteen quid for ’cr, 
he did, on’y a week ago up to VVkrd’s deposit-erry, 
an’ I don’t reckon 'she’d ever fetch that money agen 
after a-doin’ fifty-two miles in Icss’n six hours ! It 
wants a bit o’ doin’ ! Of course, as I say, she ain’t my 
property, an’ I wouldn’t like to take a liberty with no 
other man’s property any more than 1 should like 

another man to take a librrty ” 

^ “ I care nothing about taking li’^^erties ! ” cried 
. Swears, chipping in and cutting the cabman’s moral 
soliloquy short in the middle. “ My business is to be 
in Brighton by^six or’clock to-morrow morning, and 
the man that takes me there gets a ‘ jjony ’ for his 
^rouble. See ? ” 

“ P'ive-and-twcnty quid, .straight ?” gasJJed the cab- 
man, incredulously.' 

“ Five ^new fivers, absolutely ! ’ replied wSwears, 
unbuttoning kis overcoat and thrusting his right hand 
inside his waistcoat suggestively. And lie added, 
ingenuously enough, “ And nc:*t wbek’s the City and 
Suburban, too ! ” • f . 

The weak being,* catalogued as*a man and badged 
with enamelled iron, wavered. I lari, not the first 
Napoleon — the only Nap that tool'? any beating worth 
mentioning — acknowledged that after conquering all 
the allied armlb» of KlK>pe, it wal* England’s paper 
money* that had sent him to St Helena? That .self- 
same paper money ha^ carried all before it ever since, 
and how could a mere London cabrpan — a single- 
lowly representative of the great two-wheel Transport 
Trujit — hold oUt where the greatest Emperejr in 
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modern liistQry had had. to own that- the situation had 
got him whqre his hair was short? ' 

“Get fn, gents/’ said^the cabby, uttcily regardless 
of consequences. And Swca>s and Peter got in. 

Around the corj^er and adow\^ the dreary vista of 
the Vauxhall Biid<n' Road ‘'j)cd th^; hapless ‘ shoful/ 
and in less than five minutes from ‘the I’ime of its 
starting it crossed over into the region south Of the 
Than\es, ovei which ancient times good Edmund 
reigned until bloody Edric, who has «ir«en happily 
dcscjibcd as the riot of his“lay, arose and Trubbed 
him out, ma s.^ring tire royal adhci<.nts .ind confis- 
catiu'", so much in >my that <inyoiu' cKe but he would 
, h.ive be Lii ashamed b) take it » 

It was not until tnc cab w<is approaching the 
‘ Swan ’ at Si'ockw «. 11 — with^^he ‘ Swan ’ just closing- 
Ihat it orcuried to the practical mind of Peter to 
victual the expedition , at thr same time every instant 
was of th ‘ gK.itcst value, aAid even k>ss time eould bo 
allowed for stopp i ;e‘s than at road-cc?iching. Three 
minutes at the ‘ Swan/ thcreiore, sufficed iq which) to 
ake aboard two bottles of Scotch whisky, six of soda- 
vatcr, and an ai Mour-platcd pork pic for the sus-. 
cnancc of the' coachmaiij Then ^ to the road a^ain. 

The old m.Li'C threveu up her®head»as she scented 
.he gr.iss and the lilac bushes on leaving the bricks 
ind mortar b..'hiiid making^ for Streatham Hill, 
but her yacc wxis well,maint<imed, anci there began to 
be something of spo*t in the 1*^11 king the chains 

that hold her trhtes, and in her occasional snorl* of 
pleasure as she sped jrast the market gardens. Dow n ' 
arriongst the labourers’ cotfages of Thornton Heath 
she ceased to utifer these manifestations of joy, and 
when at last, with streets growing narrower ^and tram 
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lines commencing^, she entered Croydon,^ all her old 
mdcropolitan lassitude came back. P[ut as she 
pondered and still went forward, the stones gciye way 
to macadam again, and the coach road at Caterham 
looked like chalk in* the i3ale mo^)ijlight. On, on She 
went, with nothing but nodding laburnums to welcome 
her, to Purley ; and at Cane Hill, on passing the 
lunatic asylum, she broke into a gallop at the pop of 
a soda-water cork, released by one of the’ two 
passengers iu celebration of the fact that' up to now 
he had oeen fox}^ enough to keep on the right side of 
the walls of that sombre Institution. 

From sounds that assailed his ears as his game 
little mare clattered along the last macadamised mile 
into Red' Hilli, the -idvcnturous cabman came to the 
conclusion that his ‘ fares’ were slecjnng. Every now 
and again an alcoholic snort would penetrate the 
stillness of the* night, until at last a (;uecr feeling of 
loneliness — or ofdoncliness and apprehension mixed — 
stole over the 'mind of the dri/cr. Certainly these 
‘toffs* from the Continental had promised him 'r 
‘ pony’ if he got them to Brighton by six o’clock; 
but what If It hejd never crossed his brain 

to ask Yor ‘a bit bi\ account, and supposing, from 
his horse knockfng up or any'cqually likely disaster, 
he should fail to quite carry out his contract to the 
letter, how was /le going on ? At tfiat moment the 
spirit was strong upon him to |iull up, shake; his two 
‘ insides * out* qf thei/ %lumber, <nd have a fresh pro 
ratet arrangement. At worst, they c6uld only swear 
"at him, and even that would be preferable to this 
awful stillness, accentuated by the snail’s pace at 
which the^now thoroughly tired mire was creeping 
up the steep hill that leads to Earlswood Common. 
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HJan is a creature that yearns for sympathy/ of 
howevei* qualified a aprt. I remember, yefws and 
years ago, a real good fellow.confiding to Billie Fitz- 
wiiliam in the middle of the lon^[ cat-hymned watches 
of the night the gruesome intelligence that his end 
was near. ^ ‘ 

“ B-B-Billie, old man,” he groaned, “ my d-d-Vloctor 
5ays fhat I’m d-d-dyini^ of drink !” 

clever mind, old fellow, never mi»d,” answered 
Billie, always cheerful, as ht? wrung the miserable 
ane’s hand, “ after all, it’s ai> honourable and gentle- ^ 
manly death — a damn sight more so than— 'than, well,* 
blood-poisoning, for instance ! " • 

The famous buiich of trees knpw a'i ‘the Surrey 
stag’ grew bigger and bigger against the southern 
sky, and Earls wood Asylum, on the left, mocked the 
trusting cabby jn the most personal manner, but still 
he forbade to wake up his f^rcs. A little further on a 
hare darted across th<^ moonlit road, Aght under the 
very nose of the mare, so startling that estimable animal 
that she took her bit in her mouth and put up a gallop 
that carried the caval<iiidc^slap into Ilorley. 

Peter and Swears awoke together and gazed Sleepily 
at the shutters of tlie slwips in tlTe mai« street. It was 
still quite dark, but not too opaque to obscure from 
Swears’ quick eyes a [passing glirrtpse of a large clock- 
face which* seemed tq be hanging dangerously near 
the •pavement on tlifj off sid<i.% An inttantaneous, 
fleeting vision, hi which the position of the clock’s 
hands were distinctly revealed, caused Swears to shove • 
up the little trap-door in the cab rdbf and cry : — 

Hoy — cabby-i-what place is this ? ” 

“Horley, sir; we shall pass the old ‘Chequers* 
directly/*! 
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‘ Are you sure it’s Horley ? ” 

“ Positive, sir." 

“Good lord! Twenty-five miles in two hours! 
Why, we shall win a«canter ^ 

“ Aye, I can tell ye, sir, this mare’s been a-puttin’ 
in some clinkin’ ^ne work while you two gents has 
been a^dozin’.” 

“ 1 will buy her a new set of harness and you a 
new whip!” en*cd th«- delighted Swears, re-settling his 
left sho’drltT in the eorrer and closing his eyes again. 
O, the blissfulness of ignorance: the merciful blessed- 
ness of undiscovered truth ! For it‘v\<is no clock that 
Krncst had seen, ^nothing but Tilessrs Sarsanet and 
Tearit’s, <he ^excellent linendr.ip ;i’s, newly-paintetl 
revolving shultor (. lubelli < <1 \vi’h tlu* b'gcaid : 





All, barripg tho rpare, v\eie yi sona what ’clic' rict 
veil?, therefore, as they passed tlie hiv(»ric ‘('hequers* 
t^and entered U];on that long, level five mile-run vhich 
the coachmen all tfcll yoii*isas laid with a foundation 
o! flagstones by order of fine old C^'orge the hVnirth, 
shortly after he had been unceremoniously tumbhvl 
out of his chariot in company with somcilqng very 
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choice thc^: he was taking dowft to ‘ Saturday-to- 
MVsin^Jay ’ gt the Pavilion. I should not have repeSted 
this n^rsel of scartlia^ but that the plain unviirnished 
truth is b(?st suite^ to this •democratic age, and it is 
rfbw generally admitted ‘tha^ George was most 
distinctly whatever they called ‘ a ^it peas-in-tKe-pot * 
in 1825. • llis biographers agree that he \^as more for 
the lithe and limber than the literal^- woman. He also 
opeijly preferred playtng the friend to some poor girl 
who, as likely as not, harl never knouv. what a com- 
fortable home wa, before, td spending his evenings 
with the alcohoHc hunchbMlios of his own age at| 
White’s or the Marlborough. • 

Meantime the honest marc was*growing decidedly 
Icg-woary, Thoifgh for the mixt f^nv •miles she 
hammered away in a styltfthat suggested her posses- 
sion of a third or lourth ‘ wind,’ she stopped almost tc 
a walk at tlie foot of Slangham Hill ; and small 
wonder. P'or it is at this ^oint thatfiven a full-chested 
coaching team is rcififorced by a fifllt, or ‘cock ’horse, 
and Stanley Cave, the dandy little gyard* ofc the 
‘ Comet,’ who .strHi Idles the pigskin and rides up the 
hill, has immortali'^'d ^le fact in what passes for 
poetry at^the Whit*^ ,IU/rsc Cellars. As clear old 
Dickie the Driver exclaimed one evening, “ Only fancy 
Tom Bowling^ having been a road-coachman I J 
never kn^w il until* last night V’ And when .sorely 
puz/ded men askcck what on earth he meant, he 
blandly explained tliat hv. badV)ecn tl^iken to hear a 
freshly-imported tenor who, alluding to Dilfclin’s 
immortal hero, had warbled most clearly, “ For though 
hjs body’s under Hatchett^,” a most conclusive proof, 
Dickie argued,* that Tom was well known at the 
Cellars, and in all probability used to drive a 
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coach from the house daily in snme famous bygone 
era. 

As at last the deep dark blues of departing night 
gave place to the grey and cerise tirtS of the approach- 
ing day, a pitiable tUrn-out, draw:f by a heart-broken 
steed with but three legs and a swinger — a weary living 
thing that 'urged onward with merely mechanical 
motion*, because it had not the vitality to pull up and 
naturally refrained from incurring the pain of falling 
down — rolled beneath the high stone viaduct marking 
the northern boundary of the town of Brighton. A 
few yards more and the patient and courageous mare 
wlio had ’given her speed, her stahiina — almost life 
itself — in order tliiat her flinty-hearted lessee should 
make a Cockney JioHday at ICpsom, dropped, like 
Nicanor, without so much as busting a flame strap ! 
As the shafts went down, Swears and Peter were 
projected violently against the splashboard, while the 
panting sides of the beaten animal resounded with the 
blows of many empty soda-watei bottles falling from 
the rab’^ roof 1 

From the belfry of the big church standing re- 
proachfully in the middle of the Steyne came booming 
the hour of six. ^ ^ 

“Come along, Peter, come » along, we shall do it 
yet ! ” shouted Swears, grabbing his companion by the 
arm, and pulling him bff the fliot-board. 

“ Arf a n|o ! arf a mo I ” cried the cabby, who had 
slidden down ^ratherj than lowr red himself in ‘Ihe 
reguiation way from his dickey. “ mean to say 
?is, after all, you ain't a-paying out ? ” 

“ Here’s my carfl,” answered Swears, excitedly 
thrusting a bit of pasteboard into ^^he man’s hand, 
“call at th/Old Ship later on — call about ten I ” 
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“ Bilked !% By thfi Great Horn 'Spoon, BILKEI>!” 
yelTW tlje <mbman in sneer despair, as he collapsed in 
the roa^ beside t^e tody of his horse. • 

« 

But, of course, he wasn't bilked*. He called and 
get his ‘pony’ right enough, and — a new hat at 
Muttpn’s besides. P'or your good gambler is never a 
hoarder, and, though ^the uninitiated may refuse to 
believe it, even as moles, no doubt, denj^ that the sun 
and stars exist, and think the lark stark mad for 
soaring in the suiij;hine, nothing except getting money 
gives a good plucked, 'un more fun than putting it in* 
circulation again. Which reminds me that shortly 
after P'ranl^ Patrick Sla^in knftcked,* despite the 
cowardly interference of thirty-one hired ruffians 
taken to Bruges from the slums of Birmingham, 
seventeen district and different kinds 'of Hell out of 
cx-champion Jem Smith, fic devoted a short season 
to the delusive joy of looking over this fa^ town. 
There is no need to dilate here on the shanTeful 
brutalities heaped upon ‘Paddy’ in that Belgian 
battle, nor to reiterate luxv he ft)Ught, cWid fought, and • 
fought, taking the bltiw of th^». steel ‘kosh’ and the 
biff of the brass knuckles without a ^runt as knid as 
that which is emitted by the nyw bull pup that has 
missed the maternal fount by three-quarters of an 
inch ; had he then hf^rded his financial rifeources he 
might now hav^ beci^ a prosperdbs ini^ktcper instead 
of being, as when last I heard of him, second soft- 
boiled egg steward on the pight lyiat between Skag-^ 
way and Dawson City — but a truce to moralising. 
As I entered Romano’s restaurant one glojious after- 
noon, I encountered Frank Slavin just coming out 
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Say, come back into the bar lin' take ^nc for the 
worms wi' me,” saitl he, as, gri^'iniiu^ from* ear to^ar, 
he geiuly detained me with the gVij^f a rear brakes- 
man on a gravel traiy^ ‘.I’ll tell you somethin’ that’ll 
make you smile.” , * 

As I am invariiibly open to indulge in this highly 
intellectual exercise, 1 entered the bar with him. 
Frank had been standing liinrh to three of the 
cheeriest johnnies that ever lot^v the knock across the 
rails of a members’ eneh'Siire. Their iKMutifully-cut 
clothes, their finished diction — ( ind Sl.ivin himself 
was justly, proud of being cduc.itir.ually a bit above 
liis bnjther figlitcrs) —and their briglit blue anecdotes 
were fresh-gathered ambrosia to him. Hut what 
tickled him more 'than .4 horsehair unejershirt just 
then —the one touch that aire'''ted him with a prurient 
sensation most of all — was that Tommie Deane and 
Archie Hrovvno had played a practira' joke on him 
W’hich the wily Captain ^ Colman had completely 
counteiiacted, though still .illowing the lacctious twain 
to tfiink that they’d got tlie best of it. 

Novv it is nf'ccssary to explain, for the benefit of 
country juice and those who^ircfer the grey [jcas ami 
rustic security advoca$fd by uld'/h>op to ^le distrac- 
tions and dangers of the town, tlnit (me of tlie principal 
^side-shows’ in the .rc^taiiiant is a damask-covered 
table place^ in tiie ground floor 'dining-roowi betwixt 
the plu^h ^portihe an^l the littk office in wluch Jthc 
Roman u>ed‘ to produce the cash in ^change for the 
fleeting .stumer — whatever that may mean. The 
horticultural and v/:getabjp beauties of this disphay 
have ever appealed strongly to my sympathetic soul, 
although “ J am glad that I never went in heartily for 
fruit,” as the very foxed young gentleman at the old 
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Supper Glub renftirl?ed after weighinjr out seventy 
slHJkngs for the smaM pineapple on which his beautiful 
partrBsr of that gening had suddenly set her hand and 
heart But I aa»irc it fro/n %far. I look, but I never 
touch. ]\Io^cove*r, it would b^ a pity to distyrb the 
symmetry of it, since, I shrewdly <Buspect, that in the 
early mf)rn, before many cu.storfiers are about, the 
rhyjjarb editor of somebody’s ilUistrated seed cata- 
logue is retained to c^me in and arrange it, so artisti- 
cally are the Arr-de-Triomphe artichol:es grouped with 
the Isabclla-Maria giant asparagus and the trloire-dg- 
Dijon {;ooseJ)cr’‘^s. Man)f pther da/.zling varieties of 
plant life anti pit; fruit — iiuiiiouse born, artificialty 
matured and periodically pruncd*back and improved 
upon by jjl the sons of Adam sihee that inconsiderate 
old gcntlem.in raised Qiin — there are, ‘the whole being 
crowned,’ a.s the programme of the firework nighty 
hath it, withal grand display of small baskets of green 
moss, in each of which ref)ose one*dozen of the eggs 
of the unsociable * and gregarious* plover. ^ But for 
these little eggs Frank Slavin might not*have sft)pped 
me, and this good ink had not been shed. 

“ See here, this i5 ju.st how it all came about,” coiv 
fided the^merry ex-lilJK:ksfnitJ^from Maitland, pinning 
me in a corner and punctuating his*diverting narrative 
by many playful prods and punches, the effects of which 
I still fe»l wnen rluwmatism takes hold of me. “ Be- 
fore this lunching .sfeivvoo got ^fairly started, the waiter 
brought out some Anny littl^ ftiottled ftggs in k moss 
basket — honey-bird.s* eggs, I b’lieve they calle*d ’em^ 
though I didn’t pay mucj;i attei^tion, feeling it in n?^ 
bones, somehow, that they were a-pulling my leg foi 
me. There wire just four dozen of ’en^ an’ Tommie 
an* Archie got into ’em like tar. My friend the CapT 
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and^I were toy in* with some chopped egg ajf’ anchovy; 
but Tommie an* Archie set to g n* finishedothe wb^ile 
settin* of' those eggs — four dozen of >2m. Wel^, now 
comes where they thinly the boss is^n me! Sure as 
ye*re born they tip tfie waiter the* wink that I’m a 
new chum, an’ don’t eat honey-birds’ eggs at every 
sittin’, for when the^bill comes they figure in if at seven 
pound four — four dpzen at thirty-six shillin’s a dqzen. 
The Cap’n, grinnin’ like old sin, fnvitcs me to step into 
the lavatory an’^rinse my paws before takin' coffee an’ 
qigars, ari' I go. Behind the door he tells me very 
quietly how^ these two jpVers have.^ot' the foreign 
w*aiter to put this game up in order to see me kick, 
an’ raise a rumpus Vith the management, an’ go on 
an’ break things. ‘ Which,* says he*, ‘ is little trap 
you’re not goin’ to fall into, tor^l’ve squared the dago 
^waiter to keep the ioke up, an’ you’ll simply pay the 
bill in full without complainin’, an’ drop in here to- 
morrow mornin’ ancl get youf money back. See ? ’ Now 
I call thj3^t dam decent of the Cap’h ; in fact I’m gtu'n* 
straight along to the Lowther now to buy his little 
boy a drum. But if you’d ha’ seen the faces of those 
two fellow^ when I paid the bill without ever screamin’ 
over that seven pound fQjLir-i-well > But corpe an’ get 
this drink ! ” * * 

Not to undeceive thp great genial giant I laughed 
most heartiljr ; nevertheless I \witched th® papers 
closely for several da^s, wondefing which of the 
quartette he wduld evehthally kill.* 

Although the well-worn growl at the Roman’s prices 
Ifas been swollen intc^a roar.by hundreds of men who 
never paid a bill there, no doubt exists that his tariff 
was a bit st^p at times. Indeed, I clll to mind an 
occasion on which he and four or five others had been 
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lunching tc^ether. • Itk had been ahybody*s table, jind, 
SLS^giS not infrequeiwly the case, the question of the 
bilr'utas ultimately submitted to the hazard of the 
gentle flufter. fl^was the.R^man himself who pro- 
jJosed it, and in *016 heaven-oJdained order of such 
things, it was the Roman who^got it Then he 
adjusted ^is pince-nez, glanced in awe at ’some of the 
items, and, completely forgetting Ijimself, roarbd out : 

“^toura-pound eigtrt! For what? What aswind- 
ling prices! Whata hava we ahad for it, I like to 
aknow ! Of all w’natyoucall buta-rageous — 

At this ppint,^ however, •a roar of unsympathetic 
laughter broke up the Roman’s soliloquy and recalled 
his attention to the fact that he was still in his own 
restaurant. But 'ere we take lerwe of. tht? subject of 
the products of the trees afid vines, let me discourse of 
a certain little fruit supper of Phil May’s. 

Upon an evening in early Spring, Philip strolled 
eastwards down the Strr^id, intent on picking up a 
little character. M)ne can dispute the logic with 
which he chose his covert, for, on the assympfior» that 
one can find only when and where another has 
previously lost, thefc n)ust be character by the ton, 
I and characters by thf thousand littering ‘London’s 
liveliest ttioroughfare: But tlic Adversary of Good 
Intentions side-tracked Phil. Scarcely had he drawn 
clear of tjje §reat railway station of which a bygone 
pocts^tfig: • 

“The termiAis of Chantit,* Cross . • 

1^ haunted, when it rains, • 

By Nymphs, who there a shelter seek, 

And wait for m^hic traihs ” — 

than he ran inio four good fellows, brothers of the 
brush from the other side of the Atlantic, who had 
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bec^n dining at the Cecil, and .v^ie now gping north- 
westwards to the l^mpire, in or j*er to, so to» speaK put 
a tail oi. it and make it a compfetb d^g. It is not in- 
frequently done. But they paused rally Philip, and 
the original object 6f their setting out was soon 
forgotten. All together they crossed the muddy road 
and entered' Romano’s. 

It was over the second, or perchance the third, 
drink that Phil suddenly icmembered it was a 
Monday night, and that, in conscfjuencc, there was 
R boxing show at the X.itional Spirting. Why not 
„take the boys along thyie? I It m.ide the gcncMOUS 
suggestion to them — generous fur th.c reason that a 
member ordinarily p.iys one guincii a head on his guests 
— and the))' inrtantl) closed with it. Any^other night 
would do for the P'mpirc; tOQ<j to 3 Kinpirc ! With 
^ one more round in celebration of having fixed up 
something definite, and with five three ..hilling cigars 
(regardless of the^fact that 'they would have to be ex- 
tinguished at thd ring-side) the cavalcade set out fur 
CovCnt Garden. Phil it was who p.is>^efl first through 
the double rows of ex-prize-fighlt rs that line the 
.entrance to out premier boxing Club on com})etition 
nights in order that 43ut.tl>u elected may enter; 
it was Phil who, Jtddre.ssing the*littlc gentleman with 
the long moustache standing at the turnstile, said : 
“These four gentlemen are iny^giiC'^ts, Jitpmie,” at 
the same time pulling out one o£ five fivers ia order 
to comply wit?h* the cfnfimittee’s ^'egulations. But it 
was *the little gentleman with the long moustache 
'who, looking first aj the banknote and then at its 
owner, remarked: “Yes, but this is not an ordinary 
night ; this^is our big night, guests «lre five guineas 
apiece I ” 
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Some hcfts wou!dv^ 3iave flinched and turned b;^ck, 
apC^gisin^ to their Abends and disappuintinj^ them ; 
other^ Cambronne, standinjj tall, amidst 

the wreckage ofNbis battalic^s at Waterloo, have 
uttered one ^ defiant, dirty woi?l, and — then tried to 
bargain for a quantity with the manager ; but not 
Pliil. Phil, serenely impertiirbaljie and unmoved, 
mcr'^ly drew forth from his breeches pocket the 
remaining banknutes,‘'^nd replied : “ All right, take 
for four.” ^ '♦ 

W'ith rather levs than eighty shillings in his lately 
well-lined ki?k, liiiihp concfiiptc 1 his friends to their 
seats, and, almost simultaneously. Peggy Bettinson, 
the club manager, entered the ling to «innounce a six- 
round conjest between Ginger Biggs, of Ball’s Pond, 
and Kid M‘Kipp, of Kiiv’.sland, atlding, as seriously 
as though the fate of an luiipire depended on it, 
“To-day, at'^wo o’clock, Biggs weighed nine stone 
four, and Kipj) nine stoife fixe. Biggs is seconded 
by Jerry Driscoll (^cheers), Jim Hjfiper, and Arthur 
Guttridge ; and M'Kipp by Jim Goode, Jim Maioney, 
and Bill Ikixter. I must ask members and their 
friends to kindly ifbst.dn from smelling during the 
contest.’’ » ^ " 

As the manager quitted the •ring by ducking 
under the top rope, the bookies in the south-w’cst 
corner o6 the n ‘cr^ied seats cried out that they would 
“iake*t\vo to one,”*# and I\ lay ventured to lay twenty 
to ten on M'Kip])? During* ihc five -or six minutes 
taken up by tlie .idjustmcnt of the four-ounce gloves 
and the completion of the fighj:ers’ toilettes, j\l‘Kip?: 
became an even firmer favourite, and at the call o 
‘ Time I * he wbs a five-to-two-on chance. Mac’s w^a: 
a false reputation, however, for, after three common 
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pla<e rounds in wliich he kept, ahead, the 

Ball’s Pond youth began to scoije, and as die elc^'/ric 
gong sent the men to their corners* ^ the end the 
fourth round there arcre'a pprfe^^ babel of voices 
crying.: “Well, Biggs wins for ten!” — and Phil 
May booked it, twke. 

Then, metaphofically, Phil May’s little cherub 
came down from aloft, and went to assist Goode and 
Maloney in the favourites corner. M‘Kipp dropped 
his old methods as comoletcly as a cobra sheds its 
skin. Throwing caution aside he came at his man 
again and again like an infuriated ram, until Mr 
Biggs became so rattled that he didn’t seem to know 
whether he was stfil afoot or on horseback. In a 
trice, or at most a tfice and a half, Ginge** Biggs, of 
Ball’s Pond, was lying on the ^esined canvas-covered 
< boards, and trying in vain to raise his swimming head. 
Poor Mr Biggs of Ball’s Pond ! lie neec?ed no further 
ocular demonstration of tlie mighty fact that the 
world goes round.' Nor of any use to him were the 
ten seconds’ ’grace allowed by the rules, so that, as 
the gong commenced ringing again, Jerry Driscoll and 
Arthur Guttridge picked up their fallen principal by 
the knees and armpits, whfist Phil May, wearing his 
most expansive gi^in, went round to the bookmaker 
to draw his thirty pounds. 

Now, some men are born to money, some' achieve 
money, while there arc others who can’t hold It for 
hot rivets. To*the last? class belo?igs Phil May, and 
c when, “a little later in the evening, he arraigned his 
fl'esh-air party from New York once more before the 
bar of the Cafo Romano, his winnings burdened him* 
horribly. N9t only had he recouped hitnself over the 
twenty guineas’ worth of tickets, but he held a clear 
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tenner of the eneaij^*#. Obviously, the only course 
opeij was give a Hftle supper to cost ten pounds. 

this, hQ|^evt:r, his acquaintances demurred. 
They declared th>t they had j^ready done themselves 
Vbo well at dinft^. Kcccptii^ all this blathering 
protestation Yor what it subsequciitly proved ’to be 
worth, Philip called aside Otto, thei then licad waiter, 
and ordered a light little supper for five — one* slice of 
galgintine or a stuflLd quail, a gAteau or a bombe 
glacee, and, for the crowning j)iece of a|l, a magnificent 
fruit salad. Sii<h a fruit salad as Cleopatra ^ade for 
Antony, as .CaljyDSo prepared for Ulysses — aye, as, 
poor dear old Stiffy Smith used to concoct in th» 
days when nobody ever went to»bcd or thought of 
reckoning money*scriously. • , • 

Otto gnively shook his^head. In March, he said, 
fruit was still rare and expensive. 

“ I said noting to you about expense,*' said Phil, 
with more finality than usaal. “ Mdke the salad.” 

Ye gods and pygrhean unpreserveti sardines ! But 
they all swore that a finer fruit salad never graced a 
table! Hothouse pines there were, mingling their 
delicate juices with* the^ scented bloo(J of nectarines 
at forty shillings a tlQzeiif The baby seeds of tiny 
strawberries strayed over the crimson pulpy surfaces 
of the most exquisite fresh figs, and over all the 
mixture t\^e ^orious^odour of the vintages of ’74 and 
1809 hgvered like ajiallowcd film. It was the con- 
summation of high art ; thcre*w«s no otshcr term for it. 


. ** Otto, the bill ? ” 

^‘Yessaire! Thirty-free poundts twelfe ! You say 
hang expenses. Is zat enough 
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“ po nicely,” sai 9 * Philip, wi^ioijt raising an eye- 
brow, but feeling about two ^stone lighter y;iao 
feathers., “ Please tell Mr Romano that I haven’t*, got 
quite enough cash with^m^p to settl^foy bill, but here 
are thirty pounds, and I I’ll giv<f him* the rest when I 
come in to-morrow^ And now, please, call me a four- 
wheeler.” 

From 'Phil’s last sentence, ordinary and common- 
place though it m'ay seem, I^kave always thought 
that the impress, ion left upon his mind by that *33 
supper was that it was th’e break-up of Punch night. 
And by a ‘ Punch night * all persons of cultivation and 
distinction— I purposely omit the vulgar and illiterate, 
whose views and feelings count for nothing in these, 
or indeed ii» an^ ma^-ers — will undeiii.taiid me to refer 
to the weekly gathering at which the staff of our 
charivari fix up the paper for tfie coming week. Phil 
is driven home from these assemblies «^lways by the 
same trusted cabby ; but orv a certain evening of last 
summer this excellent arrangemci^t was thrown some- 
whatft oi!t o( gear by the ‘ annual cleaning ’ of the 
Piuich premises. Phil had been staying at Bourne- 
mouth, a staid seaside resort so »much to his liking 
that he Is often to be fQurld \here when all other 
coverts have bees dra'A^n blank. It was there, by 
the way, that he was located late one autumn while 
the editors of the Daify Graphic waited "patiently for 
a batch of spccLil sketches fpr their thristmas 
Number. Oiyte ]JOs;|!Wy these ^ worthy ridacteur^ 
had exh.iusted all the ordinary methods for drawing 
,.i*‘copy’ Irom recalcitrant contributors; anyway, as 
Philip came downstairs one* morning and stepped out 
on to the hotel verandah in order tp see what the 
weather wa’s likely to be, six staid old sandwich- 
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boardmen came along |n Indian fife, and, pitching 
immediately front of Master Philip, exhibited six 
large e^h • inscribed in twelve-incj^ red 

letters: • , 

.“PHIt miAY ” 

Not entirejy unaccustomed to praftical jokes^ Phil 
smiled, broadly and waved his rig^lit hand in ac- 
knowledgment, whereup^ the six old men, like so 
many Drury Lane robin redbreasts in i pantomime, 
hopped round, and displayed their six baclcboards 
bearing the uniform •inscription 

“DON’T FORCEI' THE 
GRAPHIC KMAS No.!” 

During all that forenoon, wherever Phil May went the 
old boardmen went noo. Once — once only — Phil 
approached the leader, and, giving the old rpan hal^a- 
crown, intimated that he had taken the reminder to 
►heart and would attend to the matter; but the old 
Ifellow replied, with all, po*ssible respect, that tie had 
^got his ortkrs.* At the accepted howr for luncheon 
Phil went back to the hotel and partook of an Orleans 
plum and a fiFcsh ci^ar; but fhe boardmen still 
pursued him. Tennyson’s implacable six hundred 
were* lamTbs compared^ to this •i^Jentless, half-dozen, 
and eventually Philip caved in. He sent the coff^- 
room waiter out to tell them that he would faithfully 
go up to town by the 3.56, add — bejabers I they were 
at the station to sjc him off! 

Well, it was from this haven at Bournemouth that 
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P^iilip came to the Punch dinneV' which yas not in its 
usual place, but at the Holborn RestauranV *On 
leamiEg this from the sergednt/"doorkeep^it Phil 
strolled away westwa^' d * but, his^ cabman, who drove 
up about two hours 'later, was mVch more disturbed. 
If the guv’nor hadn’t been seen into a cab on the spot, 
he contended, th^re was no telling where he mightn’t 
call in’ on the way, and the probability was that he’d 
take some finding. Conseqirjrftly the faithful se*witor 
pulled across \he way and began his long search by 
calling 'at the ‘ Cheshire Cheese.’ Here ‘ half of old 
Burton ’ went straight ‘ to the s^not, but in other 
respects the call was unproductive. On then the 
cabby went by ea^y stages to various literary haunts, 
imbibing kt rome Lut disdaining others, till he reached 
the Holborn. The old fellow pulled round the corner 
from Little Queen Street just in time to see his 
cherished ‘fard’ telling the driver of t., natty hansom 
to go straight to St Johri’s Wood, barring making a 
call at Verrey’^'on the way. Promptly the retainer 
laid claim *-o his guv’nor, and the guv’nor as loyally 
paid off the hansom and entered the growler. A man 
may be considerably less th^n a* hero to his valet, but 
to his regular cabman heis a mere chattel. 

Much later it was when that four-wheeler drew into 
the kerbstone in front of Phil’s garden wall, and the 
cabby, dozing with one eye, dog-fashion,- ^attled with 
his whip-handle on the offside windows as a sort of 
‘ hcre-we-are again ’ to his fare. But Phil was dozing 
with both eyes and slumbered peacefully on. The 
son of Jehu, distinctly the^ worse for wear and waiting, 
and far too wise to descend from his box, allowed a 
reasonable time for his passenger to alight, and then, 
with a muttered "Goo’ ni', sir!” whipped op his 
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horse and drove hiijnje to his y<s6rd at Kensal ^tise. 
©npe th^^, with the yard gate swinging to and* 
cloSiii^on its (^n account, the worn-out driver merely 
unbuckled the breeching unhitched the traces 
^nd his steed walked ^luntarijy into its stall. Then, 
taking his rfig and his whip into tjie house with him, 
the licei^sed coachman sought his^own pallet, and all 
was quiet. • 

Jtstimate for yohr^lf then, however roughly and 
perfunctorily, the angry astonishmf^it of Phil May, 
R.I., on being radcly awakeVicd at daybreal* or there- 
abouts by receiving full in^he face a steady jet of iCe- 
cold water projected from a rubber hose :* , 

“Hi! what the— ^ ” #• 

The door, into which the slid^g window had been 
but half eft-opped, opcnec>instantly, and the earliest of 
the cab-washers, peering inside, blurted out in amaze- 
ment : • • * 

“ Lorcllummy ! An’ biowed if it ain't old Harry’s 
Wens’d’y reg’lar, tdb ! ” • 

Yet, when one is really sleepy, eight hdur* in a 
fourwheeler arc not to be despised. And now if I 
momentarily put ^n obliterating paper-weight over 
the small card of. datamwhich. forms the* ‘ scenario ’ 
from wfiich these stories afe being constructed in 
order to tell you just one more little anecdote of dear 
old Phil^^n you seriously blame me? He is such 
a syrjipathetic ‘ subject ’ : his multifarious adventures 
run so smoothly oige into arpottier. ^d this incident 
originated at*the Savage Club. • 

The late lamented Henry J^ames Byron used to 
say that any member Tound guilty of paying his 
subscription tp the Savage Club for two consecutive 
years was eligible for Colney Hatch, Uht as I have 
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neither 'the honour •rior the inclination to belong to 
, this ^hospitable tribe,' I cannot ^ay how tNs may be^ 
In any case its entertainment committee^ mad(^ a 
somewhat stupid blunder on the occasi&n of the Duke 
of Teck*s visit to the. Hub ip^the summer of *94.^ 
Fearing that the usual happy-go-lucky entertainment 
which ordinarily forlows the Saturday house-dinner 
might offend the Dukc, its organisers cut it out bodily, 
and in its place arranged one of those shuddcrsomely 
refined affairs that are supposed lo be meat and drifik 
to the giddy subhrbanite, ivhen, dressed up till he can 
sc2,rcely sit down, he takes Hilda to the local 
Athenajum. .You know the sort oK thing I mean. 
Tne orgie is opened by two unknown somebodies 
fighting the piano to a finish and calling it a duet, 
and is continued’‘indefi'nitely by the yawping -^f ballads 
the music of which is anything but Ai, whilst the 
rvords are about Z9. 

For some time the Duke smiled politely, as though 
regarding it all as a sort of after-dinner hoax, but as 
the programme dragged its dreadful length along, and 
item succeeded item, the awful truth became too 
manifest to disguise, and the poor Duke gazed hope- 
lessly rourtd at the door as though looking for a 
rescuer to come along .and throw him a Hfe-line. 
The committee saw that look and recognised the 
necessity for doing something. The committee, 
figuratively, went through the club ^and dug Wt Phil 
May. Would he, likei.a good ftllow, go on‘ and 
tighten the thing tip a bit ? Phil ^as unable to say 
^No,’ that word not being in his vocabulary; he 
dimply asked for some^ black chalks and a drawing- 
board and blandly faced the music. 

Now the direct line of succession to tiie crown had 
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fust been* strengthened, and, by the same token, the 
Duk’ie liad ju^ befen made a grandfather by»the birth 
of Prince Edward A^Jjerti stijl never a Savage that 
‘gazed grinningly on as Phil’s^deft fingers outlined a 
grotesque and squalling infant, drtssed in long clothes 
and grabbing a feeding-bottle, imjigined for an instant 
that the delineator would dare to. pull the I/uke's leg 
OTk the subject. Anc4her ten seconds, however, put 
the matter beyond all doub^J:, for, as l|ie artist finished 
the ludicrous figure, he surmounted it, .iif about a 
dozen strokes, b^ the PrinCe.of Wales’ plumes ! 

The Duke was positively convulsed with laughtor. 
Placing his hands to his sides^*he lay back in his 
chair and^ fairly* shook, while tbe Savages, recovering 
their good spirits, siiqpl/ roared. Phil’s hit was the 
best thing of its kind that ever happened under ^ 
roof, since it »fompletely turned the tide of the evening. 

Newsboys were crying their \\^res in the bright 
Sunday sunshine in the Strand •as the ^last two 
members to leave the Savage walked* slowly* along 
Adam Street. One was Phil May ; the other was a. 
celebrated biscuiP-ma^er who has, lon^ been a 
millionaire. And, gazing ^t the glorious sky, the 
big biscuit man said that it did •seem like doing a 
wicked thing to go home to bed. So it did. Why 
not, suggiP^ed the, cheery knight of the heart cakes, 
t^ke a nice cold tub and a cjup of something at the 
Charing Cross Hcitel, whil^ Iwo calis go and fetch 
some other clothes and a third drives up to the ^tables, 
and orders the mail-phaeton fv ten o’clock to drive 
.down to Richmond for lunch ? 

“Don’t se^ why not,” assented Phil, and four 
hansoms were whistled up. Two of them having 
been sent in quest of light suits and clean linen, and 
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' a third to order up the equipage, Phil and Vne licensed- 
victuallers baker got into the fourth and" drove to 
Charing Cross. ^ 

And now permit me to put the clock forward b)' 
about four hours and to lead you through the passages 
of the Star and Garter at Richmond, and out on to 
the beautiful garden terrace that overlooks the valley 
of the winding Thames. It was still somewhat 'too 
early for lunch, ^nd the smart and sensible people who 
“ Remember the Sabth day for to keep it highly,” as 
Little Johnnie rendered the Third Commandment, were 
qnly just arriving; but \here was (ine distinguished 
g‘. "ist already on ^bc terrace, gaiing meditatively at 
the boats or the water far below. 1 1 was the Duke 
of Teck. On hearing footsteps behind hini,the Duke 
turned round, and, recognising Phil, greeted him 
‘^most cordially ; whatever Phil's reply may have been 
it is immaterial to the story. Then there came a lull 
in the conversation, which the biscuit-man broke up 
with the' obviously sensible inquiry : 

“ Phil, wha’ d’yer say to a bottle o’ P. J. ? An' 
p’raps yer friend — I didn’t catch his name — will do 
"us the honour b’ joinin’ us?” 

Inasmuch as the hos^iltable fellow started 'then and 
there for the buffet of the hotel, there was nothing 
for it but to follow him, which Phil an^ the Duke 
accordingly did. It was as the wirle was being poured 
out by a tall apd stately .barmaid that Phil turned to 
the Duke with : 

“ Permit me, sir, tQ introduce my friend ; Mr , 

the Duke of Teck.” ' • 

The Duke bowed most courteously, but the biscuit- 
man only gFared in amazement. He liad been a late 
arrival at the Savage on the previous night and had 
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not encountered thtf club’s guest, •And now, comiAg 
face'to face^vJhh a real Duke, alive and in the meat, 
thus sud&enly, rattled him that for several seconds 
he did not notice the ^^isitijigtcard which the Duke 
proffered him. When, finally, he saw the pasteboard, 
he grabbed it ungracefully, and in awkward confusion 
ran his hands through all his pockets in* a fruitless 
searcji for his own card-case. ^ • 

“ Damn that feller tciskins ! ” he growled, as pocket 
after pocket was drawn blanl^ ; “ I shalf hand him the 
order o’ the boot as soon as I get home. Phif, remind 
me to sack him, vi,ill yer? tell yer, yer lordship — 1 
mean yer royal highness — I pay my man bigger 
wages than many a prince o’ the«151ood, yet he can’1 
valet a gentleman for nuts! Ak-, whaX’s'this — no- 
no bet! Here — I hav.e ft — Miss, gi’ me a penny 
abernethy biscuit.” 

The girl siftiled scornfully, but dbmplied. Then 
the merry tradesman gr<ft>bed th5 floury disc from 
the glass dish-cover m which the gir^ presented it and 
read aloud the inscription stamped upon it • 
“There, that’s my name, yer royal highness — the 
second one. If yef dop’t mind acceptin’ this in lieu 

of a card ” • 

And, (ietermined that it should be so, he grabbed 
the left front of the Duke’s frock-coat, and, pulling it 
open, stu<¥SS the ^iscuit forcibly into the Duke's 
br^ast-f>ocket ! • ^ 

Ducal is as duoul does, ^nd TeeJ^ accepted the 
stodge with princely obsequiousness ; but supposing 
he had been run dowri by fly as he strolled 
down Richmond Hill, what a story the society gossips 
might have spun round a Royal Duke found dead 
with a penny abernethy in his pocket. 



Chapter iii. 

Judicial sapience on trial — Ch.^^lic Head’s tame Count — The Jubilee 
Juggins bets in ‘ready’ — A ‘skinner’ at tjld (loodwood — 
Dalhaiu’s Chesterfield Cuj)^ - Shillelagh’s Hunt Cup — Attila makes 
atoncnienl — Shifter reaps the benefit — Of Charlie Head’s gratitude 
to heaven ! — Old 'fom Jennings bars Honovan — Donovan is beaten 
in the Guineas — The cucumber coolness of Tom Cannon — I^Jid 
Suffolk waxer epigra.amatic — A memory of Creatprne’s Derby — 
John Percival plays Itrcr Rabbit — Rut i.s brought to Ixjok — No 
confidence, no sympathy ! — The levelling influences of the Turf — 
The Duchess of Montrose and the card-sellers — How the Ducliess 
learned of Gay Hermit’s defeat — I essay the l)reaking of Tattersall’s 
— Jockeys’ mounts — A harebrained syndicate — At Leicester races — 
Archer wins on ^*.inic — An anguished settlement — A rabid syste- 
matieian and — His detnier reaort, 

i. 

“ Never take a cheque from a bookmaker ! ” 

The imbecility of such a resolution takes precedence 
of that of a pet lamb in, a travelling circus threatening 
to bite the tige** ; yet, word for word, tins sapient 
observation fell from the lips of Mr Justice Grantham, 
sitting at the Suffolk Assizes at Ipswich^ Tt was one 
of the favourite axioms of the late Captain Jaipes 
Octavius Ma'^hell that “ No matter how clever an 
owner may be, the jockeys will beat him ” ; and it is an 
equal certainty that the enduring sovereignty ot 
“ Six-to-four-thc- field ” will beat ninety-nine backers 
out of a hundred in the long run. JPlungers of all 
sizes will ever receive a ready welcome from the Ring, 
s* 
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?kue, sonje^oads are fatter than others, but from the' 
viewpcJint of Uige stork all are alike. Be they noble- 
men or fl^h-porters-^and pitip of these waged serious 
•war with Tattcr^ll’s some twSnty years ago, betting 
in * ready ’ “and carrying bank-notes to the value of 
thousands inside the lining of hispid elefth hat — ‘the 
book’ invariably swallows them at the finish — if 
thej^ are game enou|^h stay for that consummation. 
For, be it observed, some of them dp not — to wit, a 
certain Austriar Count who, once upon a time, used 
to plunge w,ith the late lar»entcd Charlie Head. 
many weeks a strong tide of good luck carried the 
Count upon its crested waves aftd he touched up 
Head's book to ?i pretty figure; d^ut tliprcf came along 
a Newmal’ket Second October in which the proud 
Austrian got it where the bottle got the cork.^ 
According tc^ Charlie’s settling-book, all his strayed 
thousands came back tc^ roost that week, bringing 
many others along ^ith them, joint«facts which caused 
Charles to be more than usually gracigns wh»n, by 
accident, he met the Count in High Street, New- . 
market, on the Saturday morning. ^ . 

“ Ah, my dear Count,” •cried Head, with* his most 
courtly ]§ow, “ I was just abouf to take a glass of wine 
before travelling to London. Will you do me the 
honour o^,(jf;ining me?” 

“ Vij plaisir, viz ijiooch plaisir,” replied the Count 
most cheerily ; thea? adding i(i a distinctly graver 
tone, “ But bh*I my dear Mistaire Head, you haf^ot , 
heard, I presume, of ze mos’ dreadful blow which has 
befallen me ? Ah, eet is mos’ shocking 1 ” 

“ Dear me 1 fount,” exclaimed Head, acting beauti- 
fully, “ not a domestic blow, I hope ? ” 

“Veil, vhat you call *do-mestic' I do not know,” 
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. replied the noble, shrugging his shoulders • “ but I haf 
Taken ze Knock ! ” 

And that is one of the few points in which’ the 
backer has a distinct advantage over the bookmaker. 
For when a bookmaker takes the knock he must 
either leave off eating or take to welshing. When a 
plunger runs amucK it is entirely different. To the 
absence of his account from the corner on Monday he 
supplements a half-hearted prO'mise to give *em a bit 
as soon as he gets some ; in the meantime he proposes 
tG go into the big ring and bet ‘ ready.* Fifteen years 
hgo there v/as a good but foolish^ fello'w who, not 
satisfied at dissipating a quarter of a million in 
gambling, actually wrote a novel in order to explain 
how he achieved his'* own /uin. This bo(?k literally 
breathed contrition in every page, and even wound up 
^ with the statement that, if ever the writer should 
possess money again, his^ experienced in the past 
would be found tp have proved highly advantageous 
to him. ' Yet the book was no sooner out than its 
author was biowing-in his profits in the old sweet way 
in Tattersall’s Ring. Up he came to Dick Dunn — Dick 
who has s.uch a 'ready nomenclature for all customers. 

“ What price Grey wqK, Dick ? " ^ 

“ Tens, ready — eights, trust** 

“Twenty to two,’* responded the erstwjiile plunger, 
forking out his couple. < 

“Twenty to two, Gn^ywcll,** chortled Dunn' to his 

clerk, “and th^ ’numtfer is ** ®Here he raised his 

eyes from the tickets in his right hand and gazed for a 
second at the young Aan, continuing — “ Good Lord ! — 
and the number is Two Hundred an* Fifty Thou’ 
in Two -Years!** — which was the title of the spend- 
thrift’s book. 
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3ijiking tho^nock is happily — I say happily because 
am pf a soft^!^rtc(l disposition and hate to hear of 
inybody b«ing eitheiy ‘knocked* or ‘hammered'; 
3«rsonally I would not speak ifnkindly to a stuffed 
carrot — of gftater rarity to-day than was the* case 
1 quarter ^of a century ago. The attenuated Forfeit 
Lists prove that. Yet one never hears the bookies do 
inytlfing but grumbfc, a circumst.fnce which tempts 
me to reproduce a page of poor Chari i^ Head’s Good- 
wood book of ’74,. now, I rejdice to sa>^, for the sake 
of the memorjes it awakens, in my possession. 


GOODWOOD, 187^.4 
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60 10 manchefleur . . C. A. Day. 

^100 15 . . H. Chaplin. 

103 *10 TicTOorne* . . H. Doherty. 

200 8 •Victoria Ale^ndra . | John Forsythe. 

100 4 y .' • S. Marshall. 

50 10 Blanchefleur . . • T. Drake. 

65 5 Dhniel . . . Byck. 

1000 50 Manille . . . Lord Ayleiford. 

100 ^ Victoria Alexandra . CAl. Foster. 

40 5 Chingachgook . Col. Forester. 

JO 10 Napolitain • . . C* Warburton. 

^25 25 Blanchefleur . H. Chaplin. 

75 25 Napolitain . Sir W^Throckmorton 

100 25 Blanchefleur . . H. Chaplin. 

10 50 „ , . J. Robinson. 

1000 30 Lbwland^r . .* • C. Gerard., 

250 25 „ - . Oswald. 

To spare the middle-aged reader a vexatious effort 
of memory and tjje youthful the trouble of reference, 
I here ‘ present/ as Mr Charles Frohftian would say, 
the official return of th(? race : • 

• • 

The Chcstci field Cup (handicap) value 300 sov. by subscription 
of 15 sov. each, with 100 sgv. added, the surplus to the winner ; 
pven Course, a mile and a quarter (57 subs. — 9^5/.)* • 

Mr T. Smith’s Dalham, by Cathecfralf^^ yrs., 5st. I2lb. Mills 1 
Mr JohnstoRe’s b. c. by Blinkhoolie, out of Miss Hawthorn, 

3 yrs., 6st. 2lb.| Thompson 2 

Sir F. Johnstoiy-’s Flower of Dorset, 4 yrs., yst. I2lb. 

• Newhouse 3 

Mr il . Bfi-d’s Lowlander, ^ yrs., los^ ylb. . . Morris - 

Mr R. N. Batt’s Thorn, ^yrs., 9st. ylb. • . * Tf- Osboine - 

Mr Lefevre’s Manille, 6 yrs., qst. 4lb. , , . Fordham 

Mr A. C. Barclay’s Bertram, 5 yrs., 9st. • . . jewitt - 

Ld. Rosebery’s Aldrich, 3 yrs.. Sit. . . . Constable - 

Mf SomerviUe’s Tichbome, 4 yrs., yst ylb. . . Mordan - 

Ld. Wilton’s NapoUtain, 5 yrs., yst. 61 b. • • •Glover - 
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^Capt. Cooper’s Malrcchal Niel, 3 yrs.,7st. 4lb. . H. Covey - 
Mr Merry’s DanieV3 yrs., yst 41b. . . . A. Woo'\ ~ 

Mr Wallace’s Hessledcn, 4 yrs., yst. jlb. ^ Morbcy - 
Ld. P'alniouth’s Blanchcflcur, 3 yrs., ost. J2lb. ^.F. Archer - 
Ld. Calthorpe’s Mohicgii (Ute Chiiigachgook), , 

3 yrs., 6st. 81b, . W. Clay^ ~ 

Mr S. Cartwright’s Victoria Alexandra, 4 ;^rs., 6st. Major - 
Mr F. Fisher’s Alexandra, 3 yrs., 5bt. lolb. . . C. Archer - 

100 to 30 agst. i\ai)oIilain, 5 to 1 agst. Blanchcfleur, 7 to i 
each agst. Ber'ram and Mohic*'n, 100 to 12 agst. Thom, 
12 to I each agst. Flower ' f Dorset and Tichbotne^ 20 to 
I each agfic. Manille, t'^aniel, and Miss Hawthorn colt, 25 
to I each agst. Aldnch, Victoria Alexandra, and Dalhain, 
and 33 to I agst. Low lander. Won by a length, two 
lengdis between the second and laud. 

If there is one thing that will strike the careful 
reader sodner than another it will surely be that the 
vivacious Charles perforincd the highly satisfactory 
operation known as .skinning the lamb. He had 
;i‘238o, I os. field money on his book, and never wrote 
the winner’s name I Many other beautiful deductions 
— including how Mr John Foy nearly brought off a good 
thing with^thc Miss Hawthorn colt ; how Lprd Rose- 
bery was second only to Johnnie Gideon in getting 
points over th^e odds ; how Sir William Milner had his 
bit on a dead ’un — may be charitably left to the 
meditative ; but it should not pass unnoticed how 
Head, in two instances, covered himself at a profit 
because that was a feature of the great game at which 
he had no parallel. The most/cursory glance at the 
figures will show hepv he took twelve tenners Bertranr 
crj. K, Ingham, and laid Prince Soltykoff ten; anc 
how, after laying t!ie Squire of Blankney four ponief 
Blanchcfleur, he instantly turned and took five tenner: 
back of John Robinson. 

But I would give a still more striking instance 0 
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Charles’s grand Jimssemln this direction. In the Royal 
Ffant Ascot in ’88 (eleven months before his * 

death) he ttiaA a book for Attila and backed it for 
the owner! By the Aardest ^uck in the world Attila 
Was beaten by a* neck by Shillelagh. The colt was, 
however, still in the High Weight Handicap run on 
the Friday, and, as soon as the n;imber^wcnt up for 
that race, Charles set the market, the cream 'of which 
he^ proposed present^ skim, by offering seventy to 
forty on the field, and tw<^ bar At^la. Up to this 
time no other bookmaker — * Perishers’ Hea^ was very 
fond of calling tli^ when >hpy hung back — had made 
an offer, but the instant that Charles, getting no re^ 
sponse to his first offer, opened* 6ut to, “ Well, two 
hundred to one bn the field ? ” ha was §h(5t for it from 
the enclosure. Then, and bnly then, did the ‘perishers * 
come out with “The field a hundred, the field a^ 
hundred!” At this the wily Charles affected some 
surprise. “ No, no,’’ said ‘fie, prctefiding to be huffed, 
“not while I have a pound in the* bank will I stand 
that! Here,” raising his voice to its highest* pitch, 

“ two mo7ikeys to one on the field ; now, then, I’ll see , 
what you’re made of ! ” ^ 

The bait took instantly <injJ completely. *With one 
accord the ‘gullish herd,’ to borrow* a pet phrase from 
the sporting editor of Tmth^ jumped to the conclusion 
that Attila*^was a v^rong 'un and that Charles had got 
it to Jay against ; be, of all ^others, had never been 
known to pepper a« horse w^th^ut go«d reason. The 
hint was enoilgh. Immediately offers of “A huftired. 
to forty on the field I ” rang out on every side and — 
were as promptly snapped up by a dozen of Head’s 
agents who l^ad been expressly *put in* for that 
particular purpose. Attila won in a* canter, and 
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Charlie Head, by thi owing away that two hundred, had 
, drawn in about six thousand ! , 

And here do I take leave to make a/^light digres- 
sion in 'memory of thjs self^ime Charge Head. 
Before me lies a letter cf his, dated “ Monte Carlo, 6th 
March ^1887,” and addressed to Shifter. For some 
years Shifter„the most hapless wight at backing horses 
that ever nodded to a fielder, had been in Head’s book 
for a much larger sum than he coidd ever have hoped 
to have in his possession all a? one time. But this In 
no way interfered with Chetflie’s fondness for the little 
man ; on the contrary, I think that he deplored the fact 
leather more * than Shifter did. Fdi in this kindly 
epistle Head, after, telling with no little force of the 
terrible earthquakes which had just, then rent and 
shaken Monte ' Carlo ‘ to it® very foundatiens; after 
describing how it felt to be “ suddenly awakened out 
' jf a deep sleep, tq feel an unseen enemj;’ grasping us 
in a terrible grip anj;l seekiq^ to shake every atom of 
life out of us ; to witness the pale faces of poor help- 
less women, as well as brave men, who did their ut- 
most to give dbnfidence, yet not knowing what was to 
’follow” ; concludes with, “My chequered life has now 
had added^ to it a series of earthquake experiences 
from which I have em/?»ged safely, but, I not 
ashamed to confess, shaken. And -IN GRATITUDE 
FOR THESE BENEFITS I CORDIALLY AGREJE TO WIPE 
OUT THAT OLD SCORE FROM MY SLATE, AND LET 
BYGONES BE BYGONES.” ,, 

Shifter read This Idttcr to a select .gathering in 
•RorSano’s amidst loud and long cheers, for, as he 
very sagely observed, One more earthquake and we 
shall all be back in the ring again.” 

But, harking back to the Attila coup^ the ‘ perishers ' 
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wg;e even more consummately puzzled, I remember, 
in the {ollSw^i^ spring, when, seemingly without 
reason or provocation, ijare old|John Percival got up 
ir^ the ring at Ne^'inarket and 'strenuously opposed 
one of the hottest Guineas favourites that ever ran 
over the Rowley Mile, to wit, Donovan. • 

In those halcyon days (for it is ‘unfortunately no 
secret, that the life’s taxings of J( 5 hn Percival have 
sinc<* been swept away from him by a series of events 
entirely disconne^’ted with tK^ turf, ancf so strangely 
luckless that the average reader would flatly discredit 
them. Happily th? old sportsman, now* close on 
seventy-seven, supports his revers^^* with the most 
enviable philosophy) John kept his lodgings at New- 
market, andtf)n most nights »was joined at dinner by 
the same old friend, Mr Thomas Jennings the elder, far 
more generally called ‘ Old Tom Jennings.’ Never were 
there, surely, sucli merry littl* dinners as these ! For 
each old boy had a kei!n appreciation pf the humorous 
in life, and each could put away a bottle of \vhi§ky 
and still go to roost with a clear head. On this par- 
ticular eve of the Two Thousand, then, when the 
decanters had been substituted for the dffehes, j^nd the 
parlour-m^d had grouped thV. tuipblers, and the 
cigar-boxes, and the soda-water bottles as seriously 
and silently as a scene-shifter at Covent Garden 
setting the second act of Lucia^ the veterans came 
straight ^o the suhjeA of ‘ th^j lirst of the classics,* 
and especially tej the chance of t\e favourite. Novv^ 
the Duke of Portland’s beautiful |pay colt Donovan 
had been an exceptionally* firm favourite for the 
Derby all through the winter, and now, on April the 
9th, he stood at bcit 5 to 4 for that race, and at the 
famine price of 100 to 30 for the Guineas. In reality 
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the colt had met with about as much genuine opposi- 
tion as is usually accorded the indivit^l who is called 
in to shave a corpse ; ip the vernacular qf the fcourse 
the race was all oven bar shouting. Imagine, there- 
fore,' the surprise, if not the consternation, of John 
Percival Wihcn Jennings, bringing his fist down upon 
the table with ^ bang that caused the tUmblers to 
jingle together, eicclaimed conclusively: 

“ Mark my words, John, ifdDonovan wins the Guineas 
to-morr,ow aft^:rnoon, I ^lall turn up training, sell my 
tiousc and furniture, and leave Newmarket 1 " 

Buckle has said that the abilKy to predict conse- 
quences is the*h*ghest and ripest form of human 
wisdom, a,nd so great was Percival’s faith in the judg- 
ment of his did friend th^t, “ his not to mjjke reply, his 
not to reason why,” he simply smoked on in meditative 
silence. His intelligent nostrils had divined the odour 
of a rodent, but had no]; yet classified it. Jennings, 
feeling perhaps that so drastic a condemnation was 
op^n to misconstruction, presently added : 

“ Mind you, John, the stable is as sweet as sugar on 
the horse and thinks defeat impossible ; but I’m an 
old soldier and make good use of my eyes. Not only 
is the /u?rs^ fat, but,, tlammc ! the jockefs fat as well ; 
and if that combination can win a Two Thousand, 
then it’s time I got, out of the business!” 

The unfitness of Fred Barrett, poor fellow, to which 
Mr Jennings alluded, ,had less' to do with mere adi- 
posity thanVith Righ rolling.' To^many of us not 
hopelessly sunk in^the sordid vice of money-grubbing, 
sudden success seems to call for sudden relaxation, 
and even occasional indulgence in the jamboree is. not 
a good thing for a fashionable light-weight jockey. 
(Nor, for that matter, is jamboree a good dictionary 
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word. But; should •you fail to finJ it in Johnson or 
Wfcbster, b^gj^d enough to consider that, like James 
Whitcomb Riley, who dubbed the domesti<; hen a 
‘ settin’ oviifarang,* I Iiave p^Wurmed a distinguished 
service to the vocjfbulary.) * 

John Percival pondered long and* seriously over old 
Jennings^words, long after that worthy h5d returned 
to Lagrange House : and he went to bed with his mind 
mago up. 

On the fateful afternoo^-Jiich followed, the field for 
the Guineas consisted of Mr Abington’s Piotieer, Mr 
Hamar BassVi Ma ^^ellc coU, J..ord Ih adford’s Swdft, , 
Mr Gretton’s Miguel, Mr Jennings’ CJeorge, Mr. 
Milner’s Homely, Piincc Soil ykoff^ Gold, Mr Douglas 
Baird's Phithusiiftt, and the ini;c^hty Dpilbvan — nine 
runners. Tlie only cry lhaf arose Irom the ring was 
the familiar “Ten to one bar one!” with which race- 
goers arc famil^ir when speculation has virtually dried 
up. In monotonous cadeiiA; the efffer was bellowed 
again and again, untit a few adventm'ous spirits were 
tempted to make a cockboat of Ihoi^eer on» the 
off-chance of anything happening to the favourite. 
It was during a briief lull in this spiritless dealing 
that John Percival opened ^his chest anfl roared 
out : • • # 

“ ril take nine thousand to two, once.” 

Several of the swells within earshot in the Jockey 
Club cjtclosure turne^ round in astonishment, w^hilst 
Pefcival’s brother * f^rishers *• g^Y^d aj^him in open- 
mouthed confusion of thought. Vvhat could possibly 
be amiss with the favourite wiSiout all the world 
knowing of it ? Three or four gentlemen approached 
Percival at once, but it was Sir Humphrey de Trafford 
who made the fiVst inquiry. • 
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“Will you take four thousand to a thousand, 
Percival?” he asked. . ^ - 

“ I’ll ;Split the difference with you, Humphrey,” 
replied John ; “say four nnd a Quarter?” 

“ I’ll lay it to you ! ” and Pcicival of Pantoii 
Street wrote down looo — 4250. Other wagers at the 
same odds' instantly followed, and were sHll being 
taken with avidity when the ringing of the electric 
bell announced the start. To give, in any book of 
sporting remimscences, a condensed description 
of a race of the importance of the Two Thousand is, 
I am well aware, contrary to all precedent, but a 
righteous writer regardeth the life of his reader. 
Though many supiposed experts described it at the 
time as a fist-run race, its record sTtands out as the 
worst, bar three, in histoiy. George made running, 
in the centre, from Gold, Miguel, and Donovan, with 
Enthusiast, ridden by that model ^of quiet self- 
possession, Tom Cannofi, lying last. During the 
next two furlongs George 'dropped back, and 
Enthusiast, ^teadily overhauling six of his opponents, 
took third place. As they ract‘d past the Bushes, 
Gold was seen to be in trouble, and, shortly afterwards. 
Swift crcfcked ; not that anybody cared one fig about 
such trifles. Coming To the top of the hill 'Donovan 
forced his way to the front, but both he and his 
jockey appeared to be blown, whereas Cannon, on 
Enthusiast, had now passed Miguel and got to the 
favourite’s gir^js. It wAs no fouj* to one on Donovan 
ftffw / A few seconds more, seconds in which hearts 
stood still and the otily sound that broke the tension 
of the awful silence was thl; crack of the whip on the 
favourite’s quarters, and Tom Cannon, timing His 
supreme effort to the psychological ^instant, got up 
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asd won by the distance he dearly loved — a 

head.^ • * ^ • 1 

Of what followed tne imaginative can judge ; and 
y^t Tom Cannon# as he slipped from the saddle in 
the Birdcage, «nd, with a quiet ‘ Whja, lad,’ unbutkled 
his horse’s girths, retained his placidity and was alone 
unmoved. The late Mr John Coiftyns Cole painted 
an immortal picture W Tom Canfion in fifty words 
whAi (on a later occasioii^^e wrote : H The triumphs 
of the racecourse — the close finish,* the «roar ot 
thousands of voices, the hearty congratulations — aTl 
this is doubtless ftflt by the calm, collecfbd-looking 
man who rides back^ to the dooi^ ©f the weighing- 
room with no lij^ht of battle in^his eye or flush ol 
victory on Ids cheek ; but Im makes no sign.” 

What particular strifef agitated Jupiter and Venus 
and Mars and Uranus, and all the rest of the planets 
on that date, onTy Heaven a^ David Christie Murray 
may know, but it was*indeed a day qf disaster on the 
racecourse. For Donovan missed a moral ceftayity, 
Fred Barrett lost a winning mount in the Derby (the 
black and white jacjcct passing to Tommy Loates), 
and, as the sun was setting, Robert* the Devil, a 
Derby vgnner, was dying. Qr Lord Suffolk 
observed when the Duke of Portland won the race 
that immediately followed the*(juincas (a private 
sweepstakes of 3CX) ^ovs.) with Ulva: 

“•Prof idence sees h#r egregicifs error^and hastens to 
repair it.” , \ 

Pray, what did you observe, sir I Robert the Devil 
did fwt win the Derby ? Then, sir, with all respect I 
join issue with you. Did you see the race ? Are you 
quite certain thut, having been privileged to be a 
witness of that memorable struggle, you were not at 
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the actual moment helping a fady to some pigeon, pie 
or something ? You, who call yours^l* a racing man, 
too! * . ^ ' 

But perhaps the most amusing evidence of tl:^e 
irrepressible optimism of the human mind is supplied 
by the ad\'enture of John Percival with the late Lord 
Dudley. His lorvlship, meeting John in Piccadilly on 
an afternoon in May 1S72, casually asked wha\ price 
the backers \^'ero takiii^about Cremornc for the 
Derby. . Now^ the veering odds on forthcoming 
events were not then, as now, published hour by 
hour; the world, indeed, got sulh news mostly on 
Saturdays. Bcaripg this fact well in mind, John 
(whose wo/Aflerful nemo never deserts him ; he might 
safely be backed t<» juvjp a rainbow i^ somebody 
would steady it for him ) replied that four to one was 
about the proper price ; I'lt-re was a ton of money for 
the horse. Eu fiarevthU^, the old boy had that very 
afternoon coverpd some money at sevens; but, in 
rac^g; the largest plums do not fall to the honest 
three-shilling labourer who drags the granite roller up 
and down the Straight Mile for ten hours at a stretch, 
and than g<jCs home so balled up that he seems to 
walk on all fours, nearly ^(» frcciuently as to^thc brain- 
worker who has breakfasted with the rnvncr of the 
horse that whips round when the webbing flies up and 
then comes in eleventh. ' 

“Very well, Perci>Jal,” said 'Lord Dudley,' “ I will 
^ake you four monl/;ys.’* * , 

From that time /until Derby Day Percival did not 
set eyes on Lord Dudley. At Epsom, however, just 
as the numbers were going up for the great race, his 
lordship c^e down the steps of the Jockey Club Stand 
and stood gazing at the long line of shouting fielders. 
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“ Good day, m*locd,**^ cried Percital ; “ what do you 
WK*.nt to do ? ” i 

“ Nothin! nfttich, PYcival/* answered Lord Dudley, 
languidly, ‘^though a'lady asked me to put fifty 
pounds on Marshal Bazaine for her. What will you 
lay?” • ' , 

“ A thousand to fifty, my lord,” replied John, giving 
the price an aflfectionate squeeze a^ usual. , 

“ All right, put it down.” • 

I'he result of that Dc:;by is anciqpt history now. 
Cremorne (Maidment) won, Couronnc? dc ^er (Tom 
Chaloner) ,was second, jind Queen’s Messen^r 
(French) third. Iif those good old times* the Derby* 
settling at Tattersalfs occupied U^o^days, the Monday 
and the Tuesday; but one of the earliest arrivals on 
the Monday afternoon wwls Lord Dudley’s private 
secretary, who drove \fp to ‘ The Corner ' in a smart 
brougham and^ met Percival in the little office where * 
horses and carriages sold a^^aiictioa are ‘ cleared.’ 

“Now, Mr Percival,” said the ^urbane secretary, 
pulling out his pocket-book, “ Lord Dudley l^as to 
pay you fifty pounds over a horse cafled Marshal 
Bazaine, I believe?^” 

“Perfectly correct, sir*” replied John* of th® wonder- 
ful nervi*, feeling in his very, bones that something 
unusual was about to happen and, metaphorically, 
putting a curb-bit on his emotions. 

“Then that will* be it,” continued the secretary, 
wIthdJawing a roll oT fresh bftifk-notes from his wallet 
and peeling ojf five tenners. I 
Ye Gods on high Olympus 11 His lordship, then, 
always somewhat eccentric and forgetful, had clean 
forgotten his four monkeys about the winner. In 
Percival’s situsftion no man could have l^pt absolute 
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silence ; the safety -Valve of speedy had to be opened. 
So John observed, as he foldeci up the notes : 

“ His lordship is very well, I hope ? " ^ 

“Very well indeed, sir,” answered #the alfifable 
officer. • * , 

“ I am rejoiced to hear it ; long may h<? remain so ! ” 
responded JPercival with the illogical spontaneity of 
the courtiers of thcwOld Testament, who never received 
a royal benefit without singing out, " O king^ live 
for ever!” Charging the^^ courteous employ^ w’ith 
many respectful! inessagcjf to his lordship, John bade 
him good day ; and after a bottle of the best that the 
'little house»round in Mfjntpelier SNeet afforded, went 
home in two hani^ms. 

Then Aspot, that strangely variegated mixture of 
women and h6rses, o\ gragp and vulgarity} came and 
passed away, followed suit by* the blistering ‘July’s’ 
behind the Ditch at Newmarket. Throughout gummy 
August the plcbeigtns and^ the society selling-platers, 

who are called in to act as stewards when the real 

* 

articles. arc away shooting or fishing, battled on at 
Brighton and at Lewes, even up to York ; and then 
came dear, stinking old Doncaster. To the in- 
sufficiency and general unwhofosomcness of the 
hotels of Doncaster is^due the fact that all, sensible 
persons who have been over the ground once, elect, 
on their second visit, to put up in ‘ private ’ diggings. 
It was so with John Fercival. In the modest villa 
of which he paid the y6a\!s rent fbr about eight' da)»s’ 
actual occupanty witfi attendance, he pould have his 
* meals in comfort ajd spend his nights in peace, 
instead of being compelled io eat where others were 
fighting, and to sleep in the next room to a friendly 
poker party^ where racing gentlemen^ were choking 
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other racing gentlcm<|ri and takilig it away from 
them. • 

On th^ niorning o/ Ihe Leger day of ’72 JoJin was 
finishing off^his breakfast wit!/ a little fruit, when the 
r^ise of horses and of wheels cfgming to a stoppage 
in the road otitside caused him to j^imp up frorh the 
table and ]ook out through the lace curtains. It was 
Lord Dudley and Sir Charles Forbc?s who hack driven 
up in^ dog-cart. * * 

As the little country slavey led the unexpected 
visitors into the room, John produced From ^le side- 
board samples of as many, choice vintages as oife , 
would find on an ordinarily smart restaurant’s wine- 
list ; but though Sir* Charles and«his lordship were 
affability personified, they would^ touchy rPothing. 

“ Do you divine the objeA of my visit, Percival ? ” 
his lordship asked, am! John said that he did not 
indeed. He \^as only too pleased, he added, to 
receive a call from his lordJhip at finy time, without 
seeking a reason, ft was prettily and delicately 
expressed, but John did not shout it as if througfh a 
megaphone. His lordship swallowed the butter 
without comment, a^d immediately observed, quite 
dispassionately : * , ^ • 

“ I hav^ called for my two thousand pounds!” 

“ Why — of course 1 ” replied Percival, instantly, 
though his pulse changed step Ihrcc limes, and his 
heart left its moorings^ind soarec^from his mediastinum 
to his nSouth as he sppke. “ K you wijf be seated for 
two minutes, I .will run up to m 4 bedroom and feteW 
it.” ^ 

John's instant and cheeKul acquiescence was in 
the’ highest degree artistic. In racing metaphor, he 
saw his number Id the frame, and knew that the whole 
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credit 'of the stabte was at st|ikef Or, if that is not 
distinctly luminous, it was up to him to dribble the 
ball or get off the field. To ha^p pompHed grwdgingly 
would have been to Wrommit prompt •professional 
suicide. It took sorqhthing less than three minutec, 
therefore, to trar^sfer a bolt of paper' currency for 
twenty hufidred from the little iron safe yi the bed- 
room ta the breediics pocket of the Earl of Dudley, 
and this without tl!c utterance of a single word, just 
for all the worW as thoug^'f’ any other than thirteen- 
week settlements were absolutely unknown. 

* When a man can expfy:t no sympathy, in any other 
quarter, he looks for some at home, but even this 
was not forthccTming. Per contra, John’s placens 
uxor, whodiad already been givcn*^a carriage horse 
that cost a monkey in t:elcbration of rf mysterious 
win, sternly and virtuously observed : 

“Serves you jolly well right for noj telling me the 
whole truth at the timet” As for Lord Dudley, he 
was betting freely with Perciv^ as soon as the pair 
mct« oh thp much-overrated Town Moor, and the 
incident of the long-drawn hold-over most probably 
passed clean out of his mind wi/h the receipt of his 
money. • Griu^gcs betweep rkeing men are much more 
frequently found, in sporting novels than ir> real life, 
for the very atmosphere of the racecourse is opposed 
to churlishness and resentment, despite its many 
levelling influence.s. .Nor did *i ever see this great 
truth more apusingly* illustrated than at a* certain 
^Newmarket §econ^ October meeting nearly twenty 
years ago. Four persons stood upon a grass mound 
on the far side of the Ro^\^ey Mile to watch the race 
for the Cesarewitch ; one was a lady and three were 
mere men.f The lady, round of form^nd rubicund of 
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y sage, but the personftication of dignity always, was 
Caroling Buchess of Montrose. Two of the men 
w6re* poor,, ragged* oootless^ card-sellers ; the third 
pale was myself It was a brief period of perfect 
silence, for the betting had ceased, and every pair ot 
eyes, whether glued to a raceglass *or not,^was turned 
in the direction of the gap in the lr,nds through which 
the Jiorses, already • started on their journey, would 
presently appear. The intensity of the silence was 
all the greater from the fact that it hVi been a very 
heavy gambling race, and more than one promineyit 
man's future was *supposecl Hio be hanging in the' 
balance ; when suddenly, without any prelude, one of 
the card-sellers, \yho clearly had been labouring under a 
strong sen‘ve of injury, turne^l to tfle other and growled : 

“ You’d fink, if you paid as high as fippence for yer 
bed, yer trahsers ’ud be safe, wouldn’t yer ?” 

As for tlie tiext five or^six miputes the Duchess 
was shaking like a*corn-flour blanc mangc^ her im- 
pression of that Ccsarewitch must have beep some- 
what imperfect ; but she was a sportswoman Before 
everything, and I beg leave to think that the Turf 
could do with a tew .more of her •sort tp-day. I 
remember seeing her drivfng* in Regent Street, just 
down by the County Fire Office, on# afternoon, behind 
a pair of matched hackneys that Mr Burdett Coutts 
would get sixteen ^r eighteen hundred for. It was 
about •the hour at \\4iich oup {principal thoroughfares 
ring with “ All ’er Vinners ! ” and, a.¥ the Duchess’s 
barouche was*about to sweep aejoss Piccadilly Circtfs, 
her ladyship jerked the coachman’s cord so suddenly 
that he pulled round and nearly knocked down the 
rozzer in the njackintosh suit who was r^ulating the 
traffic from the middle of the road. * 



70 / PITCHER^’IN PARADISE 

“James,” cried the Duchess, ^as seventy- three inches 
of plush and powder slid off the box and came 
running to the side of the carfidge, “just get me a 
Star^ but be sure th^Jt has the ^.40 winner.” 

Instantly the footntan intercepted one of the flying 
newsboys. ' 

“ Got the winner o’ the four-forty, boy ? ” 

“Not’in print, cully,” blurted the breathless youth, 
grabbing the offered penny, and holding out a 
crumpled envelope with some pencil scrawlings on it, 
“ but this’ is straight orf the tape, gawdstrikemedead ! 
Whitelock — Gay ’Ernaf' — King.vood — 'five ran — 
a ’underd to thirty the winner- -Barrett rode I ” 

As the flunkey ’'forcibly grabbed^ the paper, and, 
returning to his noble mistress, read out^the result, 
the Duchess only sniffed in a dissatisfied feminine 
way — for Gay Hermit was her horse, and nine months 
later he won the Hunt Cup in a deluge of rain ; but 
the astonished newsboy stood in the roadway with his 
eyes wieje open and his mouth unclasped, long after 
the glittering carriage had disappeared amongst the 
traffic in the Quadrant. That the Duchess’s heart 
was wholly in racing, in more than one sense, was 
proved by the matrimonial overtures she made to 
Fred Archer ; advances’ which he would probafely have 
accepted but for the sound, common-sense ‘ talking to’ 
he got from fine old Mat Dawson. For Archer, as 
for the Duchess, I entertain r. most kindly re- 
membrance, for/* all upconsciously~as well as other- 
. wise — he did me mor<[ than one good turn. 

Once upon a summer tin[\e I was incited to essay 
the breaking up of Tattersall’s Ring, though not, 
primarily, with my own money. Mine ,own ambition 
soars not sd high as to attempt the solution of so 
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strenuous a problen?, bttt I fell in with some fellows 
a supjj^osed invulnerable ‘system.’ There were 
four of them — three prosperous West End trajiesmen 
and their fri'end the licensed Victualler at the corner 
pin — and they had tested the scheme both uppards 
and downards, and backards and »forrards, till they 
felt satisfi^ that they had got a dead sure thing ; the 
only wonder was that all the sharps on the* course 
were Aot following it It subsequently turned out to 
have been the fantastic invention of a ll^natlc, the dis- 
credit of whose ’birth was vehemently disclaimed b^ 
seven metropolitan, parishes^ but that, as the 
distinguished novelist observes, is another piece of 
pidgin entirely. The idea, which cftdsisted in backing 
certain jockeys oVer their best courses, ^o/ beginning 
with ten poinds and doubliifg each losing stake, and 
in never, under any circumstances, laying odds on, 
did not strike,* me as surprisingly new. Conse- 
quently, though the p]ot was not uhfolded to me in 
the bar parlour of a favourite tavef-n of mine until 
close on midnight, I had, before closing liime, signed 
four different agreements, by each and all of which I 
bound myself, in consideration of a proipise of ten per 
cent, on winnings and two guineas a day for *exes, to 
begin opcflrating, without aniestlieticsf on the Ring at 
Sandown on the following day., It was at no sug- 
gestion of mine that I signed so many sheepskins. 
An abiding faith in af[ mankind! may be my greatest 
an J most honourablc’^error, bu\ the sealipg-wax scarlet 
of Somerset House ink is flatterin^^ to the vanity of thJ 
commercial mind. 

To Sandown Park I went on a Friday morning to 
back the mounts ot my friend Charles Wood. The 
ten and the twenty went down, but the ^orty came 
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up at 'five to two. On a wio we returned to the 
original stake. Another ten went down, then a 
twenty came up at nine to four.. ..I returned to. town 
with a clear profit of '^ninety-five sovereigns, and I 
and the three trades^nen had to sit on the licensed 
victualler to keep him down, since he figured out that 
he had been losing about twenty-seven hundred a 
month for nearly lour months through not beginning 
at Lincoln. On the Saturday Wood won the first 
race at five to -four, and the second at three to one. 
He lost <m the third, didn’t ride in the fourth, won the 
filth at two to one, and then t^irncd it up for the 
afternoon. This showed a profit of £^ 2 , los., or 
I os. on tlJe^ two days. After cashing in, I 
started home with ^bout twenty guineas, a bottle of 
rare old brandy, a new :>dlk umbrella, an'd a Christ- 
church salmon about as big as the ‘ Horse Shoe,’ 
though the average must be struck at a little less 
than this, for I lost the umbrell^ and the salmon, and 
reached my lodgings chalked all over like a Pierrot 
through trying to pick up the game of snooker-pool 
at the Savoy with a future brother-in-law, who was 
supposed to be walking the warjs at Charing Cross 
Hospital. ^ 

On the reasse,mbling of the syndicate on the 
Monday afternoon there was a slight breeze of 
dissension, but for which the very incident which 
makes this story wo^jld never have happened. In 
checking my ageounts by the newspaper returns, the 
plungers had deteejed a slight discrepancy, though 
entirely to their own profit. On Wood’s fifth ride at 
Sandown on the Friday I had credited the congress 
with a win of forty-five (to twenty), whereas the 
official reti^n was but two to one. They were good 
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enough to say that could “ see what I had done ” 
— so could* I — but ^they took the opportunity of 
warning *me^that had the betting veered the other way 
and I had taken a point unae^ the odds, they could 
not have ac^cepted my return.* With that preface 
they had the immortal rind to •pull out a fifth 
document for me to sign, guaranteeing* them the 
starting-price as retiirned nightl;^ in The Evening 
Standard^ neither more nor less. 

Of course I signed the thing, but %nth murder in 
my heart. The flame of desire which e^^ry man 
should feel Vithin him to stick, however ynwillingfy, 
to the uneventful path of rectitude, for a brief period 
burned low and looked like goflig out altogether. 
But as I ^alkeS back through •Patei no 5 tcr Row, I 
bought myself a cardljoanT wall-sign inscribed with 
the beautiful apothegm “ Silence is Golden,” all in a 
frame of sunflcfwers and smilax, and I packed it in 
my Gladstone, just o*i top of my clean shirts, lest I 
might temporarily overlook the miglTty truth. ^ During 
the remainder of the afternoon 1 was effiicting i loan 
with a view to the possibility of the margins going 
against me, and, thdnks to a little inbprn plausibility 
and a knowledge of men •wWch I acquired at a very 
early a^e, I caught the 6.4? from St Pancras to 
Leicester, with a monkey of j:he Trust’s and one 
hundred and ninet}^ of my own, prepared for any 
eijiergjpncy. • ? 

There were tw<> days’ racing atv Leicester, and 
Archer was dUr bird. I was, I ^hink, responsible fdr 
the selection of Fred Ayher. I should like to lay 
a. little wreath upon his grave by taking the sole re- 
sponsibility. 1 held, and still hold, the opinion that 
he was by far Aie most brilliant horsemail of his time, 
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or since. A fig for the foolfeh Tollovvers of public 
form who have gone to swell tjic sad awnies of the 
unsuccessful in our ^sy workhouses ,and cosier 
prisons ; kindly memories of Archer will linger to the 
end in the minds of the privileged few wlio knew that 
if Fred had caused a stuffed tiger or a tin dog to be 
entered in a race r^nd then put his bunch irt to back 
it, he w6uld surely ^lave been there with the goods. 

As I walked across the course at Oadby on that 
Tuesday mornihg, Archer overtook and greeted me ; 
bi^t I ne\/*er did and never do ask any questions on a 
' racecourse,, and Frederi^k^voluntetrcd no information. 
In the first race he rode the horsip that finished second, 
and my syndicate ‘lost a tenner. In the second, he 
was astride somethirfg that appeared to b^, anchored, 
so that my systematicians did in another twenty. In 
the third scramble we were short-headed for forty 
more, and I began to wonder that a jcTb so satisfying 
should be so unintelligible. In such circumstances 
what ought I to do ? 

Tile barmaid recommended the black seal at six- 
and-sixpence the pint, and I took it. Finding it to 
my liking, and remembering that 'no bird can fly with 
only one wing, I saw it again. Meanwhile the 
clanging of the bell Announced the hoisting of the 
numbers for the fourth race. There were seven runners, 
of which Mr Gilbert’s Vermilioq ridden by the late 
John Watts, instantl^’ became* a hot favourite. ,A 
few of the earliest bettors, by sr/ap})ing like vultures, 
^ot on at evens, but? within fifty or si:j5:ty seconds it 
was “ Take six to four : tw^ to one bar one ! ” ‘ Bar 
one * was Panic, owned by Tom Stevens, and ridden 
by Archer. On the book it had no chance against 
Vermilion, fnd as the money literally poured into 
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the Ring for that hors#, Panic quickly went out to 
threes. By the light (Sf the market it seemed almost 
a shame lo ^irow redl money ;^ay on the hor^e, and 
yet my little old l^undred and ninety was not quite 
strong enouglj to take the risk.* A few paces (jrom 
where I was standing were pitched 'Alec Harris and 
the late John Isaacs, and Alec, seeing that I hesitated, 
called put : • ^ * 

“ Here ! what do you want to do ? " 

“ Panic,” I answered. 

“ Seven to two, to you ? ” * . 

“ Take you fours ? ’^ I hagglhdj* , 

“ Come on then,” and he held out his right hand. 

** To eighty sovereigns, Alec,” saicf I, pulling out a 
banknote fog a hundred and ^uttirlg it in his fist. 

“ No, no ! ” cried he, thrusting the note back. 

“ Forty to ten if you like ; I thought you wanted it 
for yourself.” • ^ ^ 

“If you only knew what an effort it has cost me to 
pull it out,” I replied, sorrowfully, “your wholp day 
would seem brighter. I’m simply doing ‘this fdr a 
syndicate of mugs, and if you won’t hold it somebody 
else must.” • • 

That mention of the syndicate settled it : only your 
experiencSd turfite comprehends' the Enormity of the 
idiocy of backing horses by systems. Alec Harris’s 
answer was embodied ^n his injunction to his partner*! 

“ J?ut .down three-hiindred-an’-twenty to eighty — 
Binstead.” > ¥ 

Only just irf time! For in that moment there' 
swept into the ring threesco^ of breathless men, who 
haci run from the weighing-room as hard as they could 
come. The illogical frenzy with which they flung 
' themselves upon^e bookmakers indicated Something 
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more than the usual stirrup tJp. ‘Men ran around the 
ring, fighting for precedence |C before oach bookie. 
Then, Aad with exciteiment, scampered from pkch to 
pitch, trying to force banknotes upon unwilling layers, 
who, taking the cue, only stood aside and cried “ All 
gone!” Meantime, two placid Nottingham officials 
hauled down the frame in which the runners’ numbers 
were exhibited and — took out tl\at of Vermilion ! He 
had been kicked by another horse while walking in 
the paddock, nnd had fallen so lame that he could not 
go to the post ! 

How the ‘ heads * did gamble when this 'awful truth 
leaked out ! For, with Vermilion out of the way, the 
race was as good* as a gift for Panic. It was, by the 
event of the. last fCvV seconds, the best thing of the 
day, and it was seized upon as such not only by men 
who had previously hesitated, but also by those who 
had to get out of their Vermilion stal^es. Hither and 
thither they rushed — shouting, struggling, swearing — 
until t(;ie sudden sounding of the starting bugle, blown 
by a trumpeter of the Leicester regiment perched on 
the roof of the stand, caused instant silence, just as a 
whole pondful of croaking frogsj are quieted by the 
plash of a stone. 

And when at* last-* the horses came in sight — O, 
blessed spectacle 1 — ithe dear old ‘ Tinman,’ with his 
back all humped and his head buried in his shoulders, 
had taken the measure of c/^very one of. them ! 
Knowing, intuitively, that one s’pakc-up was as much 
as his mount would stand, he was saving it all for 
that last run in, with which he stole so many, many 
races. His unerring eye had measured the distance 
to an inch ; his knees had gauged the failing stamina 
of his hoit^e. Within three strides^ of home Panip 
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drew clear to his w?thei« — ^then shot past the j5ost a 
winner by h§lf a lengl^, and — was immediately over- 
taken bythe^bunch of horses h^ad so cleverly beaten. 
It was Archer at his very best. 

• No matter what*Alec Harris said when I went and 
touched him for that four hundred. • Let us salute it 
in silence.* And then all roads seemed to lead to the 
bar where the black, seal was dispensed, not did I 
havp (o hoist a flag in order to seci/re assistance. By 
the light of later years victory madf:^ me vulgarly 
vociferous, but Dame h'ortune loves adver^sement, 
and feels h^iself cheated by^h^ churl who hides his 
profits. The deeper, to impress this fact upon my 
ductile mind, she graciously stood bjf, even as I hung 
upon that bar selling up the drinks for a^J Comers, and 
caused Arcfier to get beateif in two more races, and 
my syndicate to fall into the net for a further two- 
hundred-and-forty ! I left the course all clogged up 
with funds, and stcerifig in all dire*ctions, ultimately 
reached Leicester. At the ‘ George ’•a telegram from 
my ill-starred junta awaited me: Dis^onthiuB in- 
vestments forthwith. Wire total of amount lost^ and 
meet us luncheon fVzlmerston one-thirty to-morrow — 
Bottom ley . ' * • * 

With ^s much grace as mjty b« assumed by a 
commissioner who has made a over five-and-a- 

half hundred in the shuffle, I replied “ You lose jfio. 
Will myet you as desire^l — Binst^dl' . Simply that and 
nothing more. P'or^hough a telegrajp that -costs a 
dollar may flatter the vanity of a fool, the thoughtful* 
man will stop to consider what are the odds that the 
dollar isn’t coming out of nis pocket, and frequently 
the pot cools down and spoils, like a lark-pudding 
that is not kept^ simmering. , 
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It ^as a graceless luncheon rfhd a strained and 
painful scttling-up, yet that miserj^ble factign containecl 
at least jone gentleman, ^ho, as Tennyson or s&mebody 
else observes, had been “standing anigh tlie hives just 
long enough to get*stung proper/' His name waS 
Graham Ingram, and he was a strange admixture of 
brains and 'no-brains. He had sacrificed his youth to 
morphia and the classics, the baneful effects of which 
had driven him at thirty into monied matrimony ^.nd 
comfortable IjCeping in Bayswater. But a widow 
marrying a middle-aged bachelor is like a once- 
wrecked boat taking on af skipper# that has' never been 
to sea, and poor Mrs Ingram, — one more of life's 
unacknowledged' heroines — finding that the coals 
wouldn't barn, wa«^ soon allowing' Graham liberal 
pocket-money and undisputed access to the other side 
of the house. There Graham fostered and nurtured 
— and subsequently buried — many ca wild bright 
scheme, assisted by a gaunt but, not bad-looking girl, 
similarly stung by a determination to alter the course 
of tliC sun.. Whenever they got a new wildcat 
scheme, they would, metaphorically, join hands and 
wander off into dreamland together : how could it be 
expectea that two such impressionable novices could 
withstand the Bo^-tom'ey methods ? The racecourse 
is all too sunny a prospect for the neophyte to resist, 
and head over heels into it they went. They familiar- 
ised themselves with e^very method of backing horses 
that had been ^ploited — I said exploited, sir ; but if 
you prefer the word exploded, pray substitute it — 
since racing began, and finally rectified the system on 
which we had grounded by one which had lain buried 
since the year of the big frost 

Small nepd is there to say much tmore. In the 
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early summer of 190L I was on my way to Maiden- 
head, wh^n,tiuite by accident, I ran against Ingram 
at Paddington railway statioi/ By the light in his 
^es no less than •by his unknotted necktie and di- 
shevelled haij», I judged him to be a little more out of 
plumb than ever. He drew me into a coiaier of the 
booking-ofece and flourished a newspaper befpre me. 
Somewhat unwisely,*! asked hinm how many book- 
makers he reckoned he had put out pf business, all 
told. • ^ 

“ To hplLwith them, and with you too ! ” he roared. 
“Look here! The^very residence that I* require is 
advertised in this paphr. I pray tc^ God that no one 
else has seen it!« Even — whom I partly trust — 
should not »ee it now but fo%the fact thal: the address 
of the property is not disclosed ; and ere you or any- 
body else can ascertain it, I shall be in possession!” 

With this he *un folded TJ^ ]\IorMing Post of July 
the 14th (a copy of v^fhich I subsec)^ently procured), 
and gloated and revelled over this advertisement \ 

A ROCK-BUILT Crenelated Castle, buffeted by the 
Atlantic surge, at • one of the most rpmantic and 
dreaded points of our irdh-ljpui^ eoast, in full vi 5 w of 
the D^thstone ; shipwrecks frequpnt, corpses common ; 
three reception and seven bed looms ; every modem 
convenience ; 10 gs. a week. — Aitdrcss B. R., 8853, 
“Morning Post” office. Strand, W.C, 



CHAPTER IV. 

Xhe true sportsman and the bham — Of Ara, the blue macaw — How, 
though he habitually , made himsel^^ cheap, he '♦^u’Jbcrilied his 
mite to salmon-lishing — Sanford and Merton redivtvus — Shifter’s 
reverence for Diok^ — A far older authority — A modern parallel 
to the fifteenth chapter of St Luke -The folly of Fat George — Is 
reproved %v the * Crimson Rambler^ — George repents — And 
finds a fiduh Achates — Ge<5ige returns to the pa*icrnal roof — But 
does not stay there long — I>r Gregory Ricldle—Takes a ticket 
in a Derby sweep— As does Mr Walter blcath— The Hill at Epsom 
— Unexpected good news— jWily tactics, ancN-The sequel. 

In these days pf flam and pretence, when any indi- 
vidual who desires to be known as ‘ a good sportsman * 
may achieve his wish by becoming a member of a 
betting club, or by giving a guinea towards purchasing 
a ‘ presontation belt ’ for a bpsloliibercd pugilist, it does 
seem a bit unjust to apply the term to any honest 
enthusiast who can point to something of his own 
doing in the world of sport. No matter how humble 
Iiis contribution — a /inger sm^^shed at the wicket, a 
nose broken in the football field, an eye gone to glory 
,with a’drachrii of black powde/j or a ‘thick ear* in- 
curred at the Belsize — there is more merit in the 
unpretentious donation of the practical zealot than in 
all the patronage of the club quidnunc, who has so 
little real sport in his composition that the non- 
appearance for but one day of The Sportsman and TIu 
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sporting Life (if oiffc could imagine so dire a caTSamity 
Eefalling m^kind) vt^uld deprive him of all topics of 
convorsaCtion. • / 

And this is a story of a bigiblue Asiatic bird, who, 
tiowever unconsciously, subscribed his mite. Probably 
he is dead now ; possibly his skeleton has been p*icked 
clean anckset up with wires for the Societ^^’s museum 
in Hanover Square; but in life He used to •sit with 
others of his kind in the Zoological tardens in Regent’s 
Park. His dwelling was a zinc and ^podcn -piece 
standing on the right-hand side of the gravelled walk 
which l?atl:> from th#i kangaK)0^sheds, past the mark^ 
hores and the elephants, to where the cassowaries 
then bobbed and strutted, close t® f^Iacclesfield Gate. 
In the six|)enny illustrated cat^ogue that happy 
period they called him hyacinthina. He was a 
great blue beauty with an orange mandible, and, fully 
conscious of his vast superiority, he sat like a mis- 
understood Diogenes#amon^st the *mere toucans and 
colies and barbets, just tolerating the Kaka of New 
Zealand on account of his being a first; family^, and 
politely acknowledging the black cockatoo of Aus- 
tralia, though he privately thought ^him somewhat 
quakerish and slow. In.ali that vast colfection of 
birds afid beasts only the two .Indian elephants 
aroused any enthusiasm within, the navy-blue breast 
of Ara: ye gods, if only he had been born an ele- 
phant I And whenl^ver old Perchad, or the 

feminine and less-jfjpnderous Suffa (Julli, swung by 
with their keeper on a fore-breakfast or a last-post* 
constitutional, the gaudy §outh American, chained by 
the leg, would make frantic efforts to engage their 
attention, with his undignified and all too persistent 
“Hullo! Hyiol Hullo!” 
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Ne^ that the iJig pachydetms 'ever turned a head 
or took the slightest notice of ^ra ; an^j when the'r 
drabby outlines disaji^ared round the turti to the 
tunnel, he would rufne up his feathers* and try to 
compose himself as .well as his mighty anger woulU 
allow him, as much as to say, “ Damn if ever I 
make myi?elf so cheap again ! ” To be oontinually 
snubbed by those 'whose lightest; patronage we should 
prize high above iome firm friendships we alrcjidy 
possess is mortifying to the flesh and hard to bear, 
but these little lessons are never mastered. When 
Jdng Perchad and Syffa Culli ijame thaf^vvky back 
again, Ara’s powdery eyelids would go back with a 
snap, and he woufd^struggle all the harder to make the 
“Hullo! Httllo! Hullo!” more inviting than before. 

Now, as Ara sat there sftnning himself and dreaming 
of his native palm groves, or gum-tree plantations, or 
whatever other arboreal boughs hc^ had been ac- 
customed to cott6n to, fie was, in blissful ignorance 
of one important ‘ract. It was that certain of his tail- 
feathers weije highly prized by piscators who trolled 
for salmon with a fly. To be sure, piscators were 
mostly mad ; but if the gaudy bird had known about 
those tail-feathers and the exorbitant prices that were 
asked for them when made up into salmon-iures by 
fishing-tackle fakers, ^ra might reasonably have been 
even more conceited than he was. But, as I have 
already said, he didn't.** ^ 

Well, years sjnd years''ago, on^a certain autumnal 
.morning, when the marvellous alchemy of heaven 
had turned the leaves fr 9 m green to bronze, two 
nicely-grown boys of the* Eton-jacket age, freshly 
from school, and full of Greek roots and cigaroots, 
sought the turnstile at what is called tl^e South Gate 
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of tlie Zoological ‘Gawiens, and passed the wiCket on 
presentation of twA green cardboard tickets. For 
reasons 'which, though weighty, do not concern the 
reader, I must cloak these youths’ identity in borrowed 
•nomenclature. I* will call the. one Master Tommy 
Merton and the other Master Harry Sanford.' 

“ Straight ahead and turn to your right Tor the lions, 
gentlemen,” remarked a polite gardener, for* in those 
days* the fierce baritone kings of rfe forest were cooped 
up where now the bears and the hfgenas ‘receive’; 
but the boys only grinned at each other significantly 
as they” siruck off »down the j>ath which skirts \he. 
aviaries of the lofty, high-minded vultures and the 
haughty and disdainful sea-go?h§ eagles, superior 
birds, which have long since elevated tjD^ the level of 
the sciences the art of locfking at an uninvited guest 
and not seeing him at all. , 

Arrived opposite the gorgeous Ara, the two boys, 
smiling almost audibly, peered tb the right and to 
the left to see that nobody was abfiut ; as for Ara, he 
was too used to being rudely stared at, to h*ave any 
apprehension of danger. 

“I vow and protest, Harry,” said^ Tommy, unde- 
cidedly, as his eyes turrfed,frQm the resplendent blue 
parrot to the face of his con^panion, “ that I have a 
sufficient leaven of basic decency still left in my 
composition to consider it a shame to despoil this 
beautiful bird.” I * • 

“As indeed it •j^ould be, dear 'Jommy” replied 
Harry, somewhat severely, “if we could get fishin^^ 
flies without money, but \^e can't No one with the 
faintest knowledge of the* Camden Town tradesman, 
backed by as much intellect as would keep a mussel 
from entanglmg itself in its own beard, could for a 
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momeift entertain a notion so ifrotCsque. But if you 

are goings to show the white feathfer ” ^ 

“ The blue ones areVthe more desirable, I* think,’* 
stammered Master Merton, in haste to cover his 
apparent cowardice. • 

“ In plain words, if you are going to back out of it," 
insisted Master Sanford, with ironical austerity, “we 
may as Well write 'at once to your father, and, whilst 
thanking him for his courteous invitation, admrf that 
we do not care^for any fishing this autumn." 

It was^enough ; Master Merton made up his mind 
^Arith a gulp^ , • % 

" Give us hold of the driving-gloves," said he. 

The Sanford bof" pulled a pair of tan calf gloves 
out of his Br,eeches fpockets and ijaVe them to his 
companion, who drew them on.^ Then Sanlord asked, 

. “ Have the hedgers too? ” 

The Merton boy gave an anxir»is momentary 
glance at the sleeping Aras ntandible and replied 
rather hurriedly, * 

“ Yes, yes f I think so." 

Out from the frontal fulness of his waistcoat Master 
Sanford drew ft pair of thick gardening gauntlets, 
which the conspiring #Mvrt6n adjusted over those 

already on his clvabby hands, and ” 

At that very moment a keeper strolled round the 
buehes. As the intelligent officer advanced, the two 
boys (Tommy With his Vrms folded carelessly) became 
deeply and intjpnsely interested/’in the slumbering 
.♦Ara, and the man remarked as he passed by, 

“ Be careful not to go tpo close, young gentlemen. 
They won't *urt you if you don't meddle with 'em, but 
if they bite you you’ll never. forget it" 

Tommy paled a little at these words, and, as the 
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/nan in livery incre^seU his distance, observed) as he 
began drawing off the hedging-cloves, 

“ r vow and protfest, dear flarry, against taking so 
much precedency in this adventure. Being the son 
of as spiritless and vapid a peer as ever flew a kite 
— a mere accident of birth, which gives a fellow no 
fair pretensions to merit — laziness and ignorance are 
the two most cheriihed characte^ristics of niy class ; 
whereas, to one lowly born like yourself, if you will 
pardon my saying so, knowledge is af-»^ays a market- 
able commodity. Being extremely desirdhs to ^sce 
you, my dear Harr^, a perfect “storehouse, of learning, 

I now insist that feu do take the gloves and witch 
the world with /loble gripmanship.” 

Magnanimously as thesc^ wortls wcre*spoken, they 
appealed only to the churlish side of Harry Sanford’s 
nature. For reply, he thrust his left shoulder against* 
the right of 'Bommy Merton, and, elevating himself 
on his left foot, mdhaced his schoolfellow with his 
right fist and growled, 

“ Cut all that out. Are you ready to begin ? ** 

“ Aye, aye,” answered Tommy, with an effort. 
“When I say ‘Hands on the bird,’ grab him by 
the wings and hang on like Aieasles while 1 pull the 
quills. * Now, then, ‘ Hands on the’ bird.’ ” 

Instantly Master Merton grabbed Ara with his 
double-gloved fisfs, and ^simultaneously Master 
Sanfgrd gripped The gorgeous tail and tugged 
vigorously. The air was rent by fejrful shrieks, but 
all that Tonfmy Merton heard was the hissed ord^ 
from his comrade, 

Even as hie released, 

and casting ^hem over theSfehcF^^^w th^ (%0¥fktg^ 
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path below, the k'^eper relkppeared ; but Harry 
Sanford, with a doubK'j handful of the coveted feathers, 
had heard the man approaching in ample tirfie* to 
thrust both fists behind him. 

The keeper could see that the bird was agitated, 
and that the boys had something on their minds. 
But he was no piscator — good, simple souF ; and all 
that he said was, 

“Aha! I told you so. I s’pose he’s mighty near 
nipped yer fingers off!” 

As 1 said at the beginning, Ara probably passed 
in his seed-tin as an equivalent lor his checks years 
and years ago ; but if only he oould have seen those 
two youths’ ‘ take ’ of salmon about three days later, 
he would nave supported his martyrdom right 
cheerfully. 

It was a cherished article of faith with my old 
comrade Shifter, that no matter whaf circumstances 
might arise to entangle a man from day to day, their 
parallel could be traced in one or other of the works 
of Charles Dickens ; but I will go further back than 
that and assert that every human possibility is fully 
catalogued and ,set forth, with a simplicity of language 
and beauty of diction which has never been excelled, 
in a far older and ^ more widely-circulated book than 
any that Dickens wKote, although, alas! its title is 
never found amongst tl\pse of “The Ten Best-Selling 
Books of the Month” jin the ^publishers* circular 
I will leave wh,;t follow's to pro-re it. 

As Saint Luke wrote to “most excel lent Theophilus,” 
a certain man had two sons,*^and the younger of them, 
called by his intimates Fat George, was for getting 
out into the gaslight whenever possible. His good 
father — worthy but mistaken soul! — having himself 
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torn a few millionli ^o\A of mai^ufactural trade, fell 
Tnto the coijijmon error of tryii^g to plant blossoms 
instead of geeds, which is opposed to all the laws 
of horticulture. The fact that there was plenty of 
Everything to be had for nothing under the paternal 
roof in Princes Gate was not much of an inducement 
to an easy-going fat fellow to put in his days at the 
mighty works across^the Thames at Battersea, where 
eight or nine hundred plain and honest toilers stood 
by the blast fgin aces, slowly cooking,\>and watching 
for the hour at which the whistle blew. George most 
sensibly preferred g>etting ^baut and indulging his* 
natural talent for spending the money that was given 
to him. It was perhaps as Well that sordid, 
degrading Trade had never claimred him^for its own, 
for he coulcl only have come a fearful purler at it. 
So George, pensioned off nominally at a hundred a 
month, migrated from the home nest to one of the 
better hotels round Oovent ’Garden, his name dis- 
appearing simultaneously from the’ list of eligible 
young men which every mother of daughters in South 
Kensington kept in the ‘ secret ’ drawer of some 
impossibly small and unhandy writigg-desk, whose 
ink-well was ever guiltless of viciting fluid, and whose 
pen-tray-^ontained only a pearljiandled button-hook. 
Nevertheless, Fat George remained supremely happy. 
Like most mountains of flesh, he was unselfish and 
good-natured to a fai^t, and consequently hopelessly 
wtong-headed about fjorse-racing. It \yill, by-the-bye, 
ever remain a yivid memory of my first meeting with 
him — as a fellow-subscriben to a coach party to old 
Crpydon races on one blEak February afternoon — 
that after seven muddy and abortive pilgrimages 
from where we^were pulled up by the winning-post 
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across to Tattersall*^ Ring to have it down on a 
‘ moral/ which each turned Out wrong he growled 
as the last ‘ pinch ’ came^in second. 

Well, I’m blowed if I won’t have cert to-day ! ** 
and collaring two bottles of brandy and a jar of 
Scotch out of the boot, he quietly shut himself inside 
the coach and made the last thing he tded at a 
certainty indeed. 

But George grew somewhat weary of it after 
fourteen or fif^.en years, as many young blades do, 
and there were times when in his mind’s eye he could 
-cee himself being welcomed at Margaret s as the 
new communicant in the rats-jn-the-garret colony. 
Coming home from Sandown Park on one of these 
grey days, somebody, considerately assured him that 
he’d be real ripe foie gras to the worms whenever he 
went, and poor George reached Waterloo contem- 
plating suicide. In that haven of so many historical 
meetings, the draughty old buffet on the Loop Line 
platform, George came across a certain middle-aged 
racing camp-follower whose surname being Budds 
and whose countenance being pickled by past 
libations to a , deep shade of magenta, had been 
euphemistically called afte« a Variety of June's fairest 
flowers, the ‘ Crim^con Rambler.’ 

Now of all George’s shoddy acquaintances (and with 
a rooted, but unvitiated, partiality for amusing, even 
if low company, George was on ,|.odding terms with a 
great many wijpng ’uns),’ he should in his preserft 
/depressed state have flown from Budds as from a 
plague, since it was openly, known to all but George 
that Budds had lately * experienced religion/ whatever 
that may mean. It ‘came to him’ at the bedside of 
Ws <Jyjng wifCi they said, with the consoicuoqs clarity 
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that characterises* Religious phenomena, reminding 
one of the converted billiard-m^ker who had a * call ' 
to go •out in Jo the highways a^jd preach, but who, after 
being rotten-egged and dead-catted out of three 
bailiwicks, s^t down by the roadside to consider the 
possibility of his having mistaken some other noise in 
the bar downstairs for the alleged ‘ call/ ftut George 
was beautifully oblivious oft all this, wherfifore he 
swung blindly in. 

“Hullo, my Rambler!” cried he, Skipping on the 
back the fellow who had received salvation ^ongwith 
a salmon-coloured •Post CTffic^ Savings .book 
recorded the result of many years of feminine self- 
sacrifice, “ and the first one to reacTi fhe bar, too ! My 
word ! you^ still want some catching a|* getting out 
of slips ! ” . 

“ I — er — I came in from the street, not from the 
Sandown trains George,” responded Hudds, gravely, 
quite failing to understand now it could be that the 
news of his conversion had not *become universal 
knowledge — the newly-religious mind, it should be 
understood, is rarely logical — but adding, as he 
suddenly brightened up on reflecting that, in the 
event of his falling froth the mew-found grace, there 
would bb less to explain, “ Had a g^od day?” 

“Oh no, a regular snorter! .Gimme two of your 
best cigars, missie,” returned George, with characteristic 
fortitude. “ They tt^jk everything Hd got barring 
ttfis solitary half-sovereign; they wouldn’t even have 
drawn the lint at rags, bones, or bottles! Have any* 
soda in yours ? ” • 

No ; plain, please.” * 

“ Right That’ll be one Scotch plain and one with 
goda, |:niss?c. ^No, 3u4ds, I haven't touched a winner 
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for th^e weeks ; simply been giv^^rtg my money away 
to bookies. IVe bee^ seriously thinking whether it 
wouldn’t be simpler for me to go and chuck' it in at 
the door of the Victoria Club to ’em every Monday 
morning, and so save myself the trouble of going' 
down to the meetings. Now what would you do, 
Rambler ? ” 

“ Oh, what I should dc is entirely different, George,” 
answered Budds, plkusibly. “ If I had a run o^ bad 
luck I should hjtve to stand down, hut your sire never 
got a jibber, I’ll swear ! ” 

‘^Kindly leave my., father ou^i» of the question, 
Budds,” said George, quietly but firmly ; “ but for his 
great good heart, I should have seen my finish years 
ago.” ^ . 

‘‘Exactly, an’ all the fhore cause why I should 
refer to the good old gentleman now,” chipped in 
Budds, discerning the weak spot and staking instant 
advantage of it. And, after aM, religion itself is a 
matter, not of reason, but of feeling ; not of the head, 
but of the heart. “ Your worthy parent ” (here Budds 
raised his billycock reverently) “isn’t going to ruck 
on you in the golden autumn of his life, just because 
you were denied the keen ..commercial instincts that 
led him to make a pil/e I Starting out from college, 
where, mark you, your good father” (off came the 
hat again) ” set you, you faced the world only as a 
great big edjercated baby, at arij age at which your 
father had his y-ade well in his ^lands. What's thi 
/lodgercal result? Never havin’ had to, go to work, 
you never acquired a proper knowledge of the value 
o’ money, so you begins to di\ft like from the very start. 
Like the younger son of the man we’re told of in the 
Gospel accordin’ to St Luke’s — I was^ born, by the 
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gfay, just off the 0 fH\ 5 tteet in thfc City Road ; rather 
i coinddenci, ain’t it? — whenever you finds yourself 
i bit •sh^rt pf cash ,• you’ve oply got to go to your 
'father an’ say, * Father, let’s have a bit of what’s cornin’ 

:o me, will 5416?’ and naturally he writes ye ogt a 
:heque. An’ when you’ve cashed the cheque an* 
blown it *10, remorse supervene^ an’, like your 
scripturaf predecessoi*, you arfks ypurself ho\^ many 
servants o’ yer father’s has enough an’ to spare 
while you pepshes with hunger? D^ipend upon it, 
George, I’ve been placed under yer nose tcf-day Ijy 
Providence to point fc out tife way ; wherejore I ncHrr^ 
says to you ‘ George, you — you are the Prodigal Son. 
Arise an’ go to yer people ! ’ ” * 

In the rqpte acquiescence^of l 4 ie monjent, George 
picked up his glass and finished his whisky. 

“ But supposing ” he demurred, mildly. 

** Suppose nothing!” interposed Bydd? firmly. If 
the New Testament b<! not enough to move ye, take 
the older ordinance, ‘ On to yer father and yer ipother, 
that yer days may belong to the land’ — meanin’ 
racin’ an’ foxhuntin’ an’ so on. An’ t/mt's one o’ the 
Xea Commandments ! So now, George, up yer goes 
to Princes Gate withouf any* further objections or 
qualms <Jf conscience. Go on — ^o I 

Deeply impressed by these scuind arguments, and 
taking the purely sporting vie^ that there was veiy 
litjle v^eight anyho\^^ betwqpn the iJiblical young 
gentleman who fille^ his belly with p^hat the pigs 
took exception to and himself, George resolved to 
fall upon his father’s neck ?hat very night : he would 
turn up at Princes Gate^ in time for dinner, and 
frankly make the best of it. As he strolled down the 
incline from the railway station and crossed over the 

I 7 
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Ybrk Road to the inean Httfe fcreet which leads ta 
Hungerford Bridge, tireorge argued seduiously within 
limself — Of what use zre parables if they don't stand 
.he test of practice ? Besides, who could say but that 
lis anguished father had not long awaited his home- 
:oming? If the son did not voluntarily return, how 
:ould the father act his part? No father could 
30ssibly eat, drink ana be merry on account of a 
prodigal son who hadn't yet come in from husking. 

George's mind was fully made up ; but he sorely 
leeded a supporter, a sort of * best man,' to whom he 
:Buld turn in the event of his courage giving out. 
Budds, the Rambler, was available, but was hardly 
class* enough for Princes Gate. Though Budds* 
diagnosis was acceptable, his further attendance on 
the case might well be dispensed with, since his 
manners needed polishing, his brains broadening, 
and his conversation sweetening. 

In the bar at Epitaux's in the Haymarket, where 
Gcorge.’s truant feet intuitively took him, he came 
across the very fellow he needed — one Horace 
Hayes, an old Oxford man. Horace had been a 
scholar ,of Bailiol, and had read many essays to <1.: 
cherubic Jowler, and made many more appearances 
in the Vice-Chancellor’s Court before he Had been 
sent down. What he did nowy besides back horses 
aftd hang about bar^s, none knew; none sought to 
know. He was particularly f^'jpular in the* set jn 
which h*e chos^* to be an ornatrent ; and as he could 
take his own part equally well in'* a contest of 
intellects or a combat fists, nobody openly in- 
quired into his affairs. He was, in short, a big, good- 
looking, fearless chap, of just the sort that one could 
picture doing big things in those m<^i^val days of 
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oifhich the historian sXy^**, . . . wiic niost numerous 
class in Engkind at this time Were the unbridled 
libertirfes and gentfemanly heavy-weight villains/* 
q^ite overlooking fact that it was thenadays as 
much as a man’s life was worth fo be anything else. 
Consequently Horace Hayes was precisely, the man 
that George needed at the moiq^nt, and George 
dissipatea no time iil enlistihg lys services.* And 
these being all the more readily granted since, behind 
his always paramount willingness to do»a pal a turn, 
Hayes had a strange yearning to once again sit dovv^i 
at a family dinner -tal:fle with,*as an additional induce- 
ment, the not remote •possibility of ^ family ‘ scene/ 
the precious pair jvere soon getting into sable raiment, 
George at hi^ hotel in Covei^ Garden, aad Hayes in 
his attic at the eastern ead of Jermyn Street. 

It should not seriously stretch the imaginative 
powers of the reader to cogpeive tow general was 
the consternation, when Fat Georgp and his good- 
looking friend strode, unannounced by the powdered 
footman, into the crowded reception-room of the 
mansion in Princes Gate, and promptly proceeded 
l^nd themselves with ^the well-groomed coppany. 
The effect was instantaneous aiTd electrical, for every- 
one in the room had heard all ibouf the family ‘ bad 
egg/ and, with that compassionate consideration for 
the feelings of others which marks the distinctioh 
bejweci\ a gathering/#of wclUdresscd people and a 
box of new monkeys ^t Jamrach’s, everybody turned 
instantly on rtcognising the son to note the effect 
produced upon the father, foor old father ! Unable 
to get within whispering distance of the scapegrace, 
and fearful only of what might be going to happen 
next, he roamed up and down, outside the iinpas.iable 
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line of human blockjiouses, crierating the minor con- 
vulsion of nature known as a pained snjile. Nor did 
the announcement that dinner was serv<sd "relieve the 
tension to any appreciable extent. Fat George had 
by this time become ‘ the cynosure of ^every eye/ as 
the racing reporter never fails to say of the favourite 
on Derby* Day, and his nervousness was increasing 
at an e»^en greater rate than his notoriety. 

“ Horace/’ he whispered, tightening his grip on his 
chum’s arm ajfd heading for the stairs, “ you will stick 
close to me ? ” 

Aye, closer than a sick kilten to a hot brick,’* 
replied Horace, reassuringly. , 

“Two chairs as near the middle of the table as we 
can get ’em/’ George continued ; “never mind protests, 
or whose chairs tncy m^y be^ And we two as quiet 
and inseparable as a brace of jellyfish ? ” 

“My idea exactly,” responded Hayes. 

There was one shorf but Critical instant as the 
remorseless twaiil entered the dining-room when they 
came within an ace of being alone with the host and 
hostess and the servants, but interested guests turned 
up in time to avert a premature denouement. And,.^’i*r 
George^ courage wouHn’t keep at the sticking-place. 

“ Horace,” he bleated, nudging the arm of his 
companion, who, with his head turned, was staring at 
a^ remarkably pretty girl engaged in wolfing prawns 
at the other 'end of the table, “ Horace, I feel some- 

u » < « f) 

how 1- 

“ The devil you do ! ” exclaimed Hayes, jumping at 
conclusions. “ Hanged i( I didn’t fancy you were 
getting spiffed when we 'had that last one at the 
Swan in Sloane Street! Then I s’pose I’ve got to 
face the music alone ? '* 
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remonstrated, not 
daring to resent the accusation, ‘ but everything here 
reminds me so of happier^ days. These plates — 
these forks — my dear old dad at the head of the 
table ’• ^ • 

“Oh, won’t roust you,” responded Hayes in the 
most conWbrting tones. “ Cheer up ; he’s bound to 
come yoftr way ; for, apart frc^ his considerzrtion for 
his guests, blood’s thicker than logfe.” 

“ Indeed I hope so. Yes, please, Ilftjpson, I’ll take 
some sherry ; so will Mr Hayes” • 

Raising the glass* which • footman^ had jjj'-*- 
filled, George downce] his sherry at a gulp, but his 
maudlin melancholy mood remRiilcd. His ’soup 
went away untalted, and in its |)lacc ca^ftie a wedge 
of turbot. * George ‘ passeef* the fish, but took the 
accompanying glass of Chablis — a grand old Chablis, 
of great age and*softness. 

“ For goodness’ sake*/?/?/ something, George,” Hayes 
whispered, foreseeing in all this liquidity the approach- 
ing mellowness of his friend ; and poor George replied, 
“That’s all right, old man. We shall get a glass 
of Boy with the entree, and I can do with it, too,” 

But, for some inscrutable^ reason, the wine *did not 
put in an appearance with the pssolettes aux truffeSy 
and as Horace, when appeale^l ^o, could not decide 
precisely what the brown and mysterious morseJs 
were composed of, G&orge let that cour^ go by also. 

^Now, look here, ^George, ^ observe^ Hayes with 
great severity^as the* plates were taken away, “this 
tomfoolery of yours has got* to stop. Your dear old 
father has been gazing at yi^u in the most wistful way 
for the last fifteen minutes, while your delightful old 
mater, who is hidden from you by this floral decoration 
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on iry right, is rapMly approach' hg a state of collapse. 
You’ve got to take the next course if it chokes you, 
George ; mark me, I say if it chokes youH ” . 

Thus threatened, ancl with an even greater fear of 
offending the friend who was standing by him in thj 
hout of his domestic ordeal than of' asphyxiation 
itself, George grabbed up his knife and fork with 
alacrit}'’ as soon a:^^ a helping of the next r^urse was 
set before him, and, to further re-establish confidence, 
he instantly, and rather loudly, asked for the mustard. 
On the hot plate which was now in front of him 
^ riVistled a spatula of unhealtliv-looking white meat, 
partly covered by a jet of bilious, golden-brown gravy. 
Many a careless feeding man might have mistaken it 
for a wedg'* of pork, but as George’s gaze rested upon 
it, his hands began to tr'Jmble and his eyes to fill with 
tears. His breathing became laboured and stertorous, 
and with every passing second his agitation increased. 
Hayes glared at 'him irf a mi'ced state of anger and 
amazement, uncertain whether these were the 
symptbms of mere drunkenness or of some far more 
serious ailment, but even before he could put forth a 
restraining hand, the truth was demonstrated. Grasp- 
ing his plate* with temporarily palsied fingers'^'andr 
crooning and blubbering by turns, fat George 
staggered to his fe^t. Then turning towards the 
head of the table* and holding his portion of the 
current ‘course’ at 'krm’s length for all to see, he 
bellowed : . ' 

“Veall God, vecd, veal! O father, 

father! This is the fifte^ith chaptef ojf Luke to the 

very ounce! Bless you— rbless you ” But here, 

just where he should have fallen on his father’s neck 
and kissed him, his emotion overcame his physical 
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self-control and he%wched forwarr/^ith a crash^upon 
» the table, fat veal ana atl I 

When , G(!brge regained consciousness he was 
closeted in a* small writing-rodm with his father and 
•Hayes, and his father, redly enraged, was writing out 
a cheque. * 

“For jjpur outrageous conduct to-nightf” declared 
the old^jjfian, literally shaking vv^ith bitteri\ess and 
fury, “ I absolutely despise you ; but for the sake of the 
mother that bore you, and in order to ^get you out of 
my sight, I give you this money. Novif go, ^nd your 
companion with you J , • 

That white meat alone had *done it. But for The 
untimely appearance of that slice ^f.fat veal, Horace 
assured roc at •Kempton Park only thg other day, 
there is no Celling what the tid gentlemifh would not 
have done for George-^taken him back entirely and 
given him a private office with an American desk in 
it at the works, and (^lled kim hiS ‘ assistant some- 
thing,’ probably, • 

As a matter of fact it is better to bear proudly and 
philosophically the results of one’s errors than to 
attempt to regain a lost position by grovelling, and 
dicTe is more wisdon; in J:hc mah wha treats 
Consciej;ice as a friendly 'tactician than in he who 
regards his moral sense of righlf and* wrong only as a 
standard of rectitude. \ 

For instance , or for andttier instance. 

•No older acquain«({ftce on'^ racecourse have I than 
Dr Gregory Riddle, ©f Bloomsbury, v^fhom you your- 
* self may kno^ by quite another name. The doctor, 
having an income that nicyre than satisfies his needs, 
has long ceased to look after his practice, whilst his 
tocfd reputation is so strongly that of the racing man 
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and sj) feebly that'!'/ the grq^t ^htysician that he is 
seldom sent for save in the most urgent eases — say 
when a resident of the same str(;et mistakes a, black 
coalscuttle for a mad retriever and atternpts to shoot 
it with the fire-tongs. He always gives the sames 
prescription — a three-ounce^ bottle of magenta 
mixture ; he invariably orders the same di/^t — a cup 
of barley-water arid a ^fm.ill thermometer '^''ery two 
hours. In most Boarding-houses of over a year’s 
standing, his diagnosis is as familiar as a household 
oath. , 

*But, once out of his. legitinjatc spherej what a 
different chap is he! In the^ big boxing club his 
opinj«!/ns on the merits or demerits of the fighters arc 
invariably ys correctly based as they are openly 
expressed ; In the hot m'dlnbers’ enclosure'at the race- 
meeting he is either advising the owner of the 
favourite how to run his horse or else ^regaling a group 
of bookmakers wilh the* latest vstory. And at night, 
in the private card-room of the Newmarket hotel, his 
thundering shout when he makes an ‘ abundance * at 
Solo, almost causes the fat grey stallions in Rosa 
Bonheur’s engraving, hanging on the wall, to throw 
up their heads and , start « pulling their half-clad 
attendants clean ^out of the show-ring. , 

Driving back to tdVn from Hurst Park after the 
racing on a Whitsun Monday, the doctor reined up 
for a parting glass at *^tiie excellent Eyot Hotel — by 
which n^me a? well as 'by anjJ bther I may,' in this 
year of fresh 'crusades against*- licensed victuallers, 
mask a most familiar Ijostelry. P'or,' on licensed 
premises, sweepstakes on l^rse-races are grossly un- 
lawful ; yet, almost before the genial doctor had had 
time to wet both eyes, one of the prettiest barmaids 
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that ever pulled' (Sfi a beer-en^^ne wished tc» know 
whether he was going to take a one-pound ticket in 
her Dei+)y J)raw. .The list was already nearly full, 
but the proprietor intended to admit about eight or 
nine more subscribers, which would j enable him to 
disburse one hundred and fifty pounds to the drawer 
of the Darby winner, seventy sovereigns tcTthe holder 
of the •.icond, and fhirty tc^ the •third, an equitable 
apportionment which had only bien arrived at after 
much debate between all the prinijpal ‘heads' in 
Molesey. As the playful old doctor, who rfwas none 
too sober, unloaded ti little bigl^ly-spiced chaff or^^he 
barmaid while pullijig out his sovereign-case and 
finding a golden disc, a third character came upon tlie 
scene in the pe/son of a certain JValter Sheath. Now 
Walter wis a very warm •[Proposition m life’s great 
game, and much resembled what the Chicago campaign 
orator designated a ‘ Captain of Industry.’ But as he 
had known the doctoi^for as* long as that easy-going 
person had followed racing, he was*instantly hailed by 
his front name and invited to take a share in the 
sweepstake, too. Racing men — even those who do 
no^race entirely from disinterested motives — rarely 
follow Poor Richard’s excellei^t rule of courfting two- 
thousand before pulling out a sovereign, and Walter 
Sleath readily flung down his|\rjpney and subscribed 
his name to the big ruled ^card in space 243, yn- 
mediately below thp name of Dr Riddle. None of 
the m^ny things that* subsequently h^pened on that 
Monday night in arlj^ sense concern tnis narrative, the 
action of vmich now pasies to the Hill at Epsom 
on the Oaks Day. p 

Cap-and-Bells had ju^t carried off the fillies* blue 
riband in a canter, simply smothering her twenty less- 
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fancied opponent^'^nd the alive with its 

accustomed din, dirt and vulgarity. On a spot which 
from the grand stand must have seemed bl^ck with 
vehicles, and where the plebeians and ^pickpockets 
from St Giles’s s warned round the wheels of the. 
coaches from St James’s, Dr ^Gregory Riddle stood 
by an open luncheon basket, drinking cljampagne 
out of a^oda-wateF tumbler. The doctor wa?, blandly, 
inattentively inebaiateef, thougfi by no means de- 
pressed by the tact that he had had two-hundred-and- 
twenty t;p twenty about Santa Brigida, the second 
favourite who finished npwhcre,^and he might even 
have been theerful if only one or other of the grooms 
coulddiave found l^m aught to* eat save superfluous 
Vienna roll$ or stodgy bananas. As he .was only 
taking hillside pot-luck nrith a most casuari acquaint- 
ance, he could scarcely btflly the servants into 
producing one of the cold chickens or glazed tongues 
which his knowledge of the wc^ld toffl him had been 
secreted in the back part of the boot for stable con- 
sumption ; but he had just asked rather pointedly if 
there was nothing else left, when a cheery and familiar 
voice behind him cried : 

“ Whevt, my* doctor An<J starving, too ? CdThe 
along to our coach and /’//stake you to som^ pigeon 
pie, or a lobster or something ! ” 

It was Walter Sleath( and never had Walter Sleath 
been more welcome th^i\ at that moment. 

“ Backed Santa Brigidi, eh ?»VMy word, you wefe 
on a dud! Somebody sent y#u a Marconi from 
* dreamland ? ” exclaimed ^Icath, as he b<^e the doctor 
off through the gipsies and the gaping rustics to 
where, behind another coaCh, the companions of Jtts 
coach stood drinking. *'H£re, boys, what have we 
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got left in the w»^of Jtucker ? My friend Dr JR.iddle 
is famished I ” 

“ Here’s i beautiful j’int o’ lamb, never had a knife 
in it, Mr Sleath,” said the prolfessional coachman, who 
was also the caiterer, as he lifj:ed a tempting cold 
shoulder otft of the hamper. " Henery, get out that 
mint sai\pe what I put in the Johannis bottle; unless 
the do(iff;y; would pryfer a thi^mb-bit ? ” , 

But the doctor preferred an hdnest helping of the 
juicy cold sheepling, and the while l^i stood and ate 
it (most of his new-found friends having gieanwhile 
clambered on to the; coach-tpp at the clanging of •the 
number-bell) Mr Sleath imparted somfe ifnlooked-for 
good-news. • • ^ ^ 

Gregory, my buck ! ” cried he, slappyig the doctor 
on the bac^, “ I owe you fifly pounds. I can’t give it 
to you here and now because I haven’t brought it with 
me, but to-morrow morning, and anywhere you like — 
always providing, of# course, that* we don’t get our 
necks broken, going home — it’s yo«rs ! ” 

So unfeigncdly surprised was Dr Riddle that, 
inadvertently tilting his plate, he spilt about a gill of 
dark-brown mint sauce all down tlie front of his ashes- 
ot-’foses trousers withou|: notit^ing it. ’He had not the 
faintc^J; remembrance of* any monetary transaction 
whatever with Walter Sleath ; but at the mention 
of the owing fifty he counterfeited a facial expres- 
sion that was full of ligh/ hnd life. And Sleath 
laontirjued : ^ ^ V , , 

“ Surely you’ve npot forgotten the "Derby Sweep at 
the Eyot? /Don’t you repicmber, lad, how we each 
took a chance in it, and. after several drinks, agreed 
that if either of us won it he should give the other a 
fifty-pun* note ? Well, hanged if I haven’t brought it 
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off, consequently IVe got to glye Jrou fifty of the very 
best ! ” 

All this was brand new to the doctor, 6ut he solidly 
refrained from saying so. For one brief instant, truly, 
he and his conscience held an uneqhal struggle ; then ^ 
conscience had to fall. Gregory Riddle smothered 
his scruples by reflecting that it would co'it Walter 
Sleath nothing, wtftle it would more than own 

pocket right over tSanta Brigida, a consoling form of 
argument perfectly compatible with the views of the 
talented historian who excused Judas Iscariot on the 
ground of habitual intempcranc-‘;. With conscience 
silenced, it was only a question of arranging a settle- 
men.tj*and here the doctor’s fine commercial instincts 
shone like the lights at Gris Nez. Leading the way 
into the marquee of a sp6‘rting club of whi?h he was a 
member. Dr Riddle called for’ a bottle of wine, and, 
all aglow with joy, asked his companion : 

“ I suppose you haveift draWn your winnings yet, 
Walter 

“No,^ answered Walter, “to-morrow will be time 
enough: where shall I be likely to find you in the 
afternoon ? “ 

“ I generally go to the Oxford on a Saturday after- 
noon,” replied Riddle. “ Suppose we call it the Oxford, 
and ril book a bsx. L^it look here, I don’t want to 
se^m mercenary, but ydi made the remark just now 
that there was- a remotd possibility of your getting 
your neclf broken on the^ drive^ftome; why giVfe 
me a bit of writing of some sort ? * 

“ Ah, tkafs where you show your sound common- 
sense, Gregory I ” cried Sleafh, in tones of undisguised 
admiration. “ That’s precisely what we should have 
done on Whitsun Monday : fiat’s what I shall always 
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do in the future. An ifnderstanding that is not? worth 
jointly notii^ is not worth remembering.” 

“ Quite s®/* asstfnted the doctor, with as much 
warmth as a man plight decently use when the bargain 
was all on his side. Then, in order to take the-.edge 
off his deeming avidity* he added, “ Why npt, just for 
formas s^e, exchange such memyandums of agree- 
ment no<r? ” ^ , 

** Just as you like,” said Sleath, with good-humoured 
indifference. “It certainly would appear more equit- 
able to the eyes of my executors if your covenant \i'as 
found arnongst my j5apers.” * • . • •• 

Therefore a pen ai’d a bottle of ink were bcirrowed 
of a kitchen cjerk, and Sleath, taking one olh^TW* 
vibiting-car^Ls from his pock^-bc^k, inscribed it to the 
landlord of the Kyot liotel. As soon as the inscrip- 
tion was dry he reversed the card and wrote : “ Eyot 
Hotel, Whit Mctiday, May 2 %, ’or. #Decir Sir, — In the 
event of my drawing t!ie winning hprse in your Derby 
Sweepstake, in which I have just taken a ti'jket, be 
good enough to pay to my friend Dr Gregory Riddle 
on demand the .sum of fifty pounds, and deduct the 
same from my prize-money. — Walter G. Sj:.EATH.” 

Next the doctor took tjie J)en, and, following the 
phraseology of his friend, adc^essed one of his own 
cards to the pro[)rietor of the Eyot^ requesting him, 
in the event of his winning tjle^ Sweep, to hand ofer 
to “my friend, Mr/^alUtf. G. Sleatfi,” just half a 
hundred pounds. •* * 

“ And no\^” said ^r Sleath as he tucked away the 
doctor’s card inside his cigal'ette case, “ just one more 
bottle as a Doc and Doi^, for the bringing off of a 
fifty-to-none shot demantfs some sort of a headache in 
the morning I ** 
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How true, alas I 

Dr Gregory Riddle got to the Oxford very early 
on the afternoon of Saturday, June the ‘eighth^ but, 
though he purchased a private box, he could not sit 
in it.« As he remarked to an acquaintance whom he 
met in the bar : “ I didn*t notice myself getting it at 
Epsom yesterday, -but IVe had nineteen ^ins-and- 
milks and I’m blest -if Pfeel righ\j'etl” But it really 
was anxiety that affected him. As the afternoon 
wore on and Ihe milk supply gave out, the doctor 
beoame reckless. He went from bar to bar drinking 
‘rattlesnake cocktails,** which, as all the world knows, 
are the <)nly things that will assimilate with gin-and- 
lie had to close his left eye hi order to be 
able to see at all, and, ev-^n at that, all th'^ barmaids 
and the bottles seemed to be interminably looping the 
loop. Finally he was turned out. 

The morning glory cf a sunny ‘Sunday in the 
month of June is thrown away upon the man who, 
with a heroic determination to try and cat some 
breakfast, has only contrived to put down a brandy 
sour, so it was avarice — avarice tempered by a certain 
strange uneasiness — that prompted Gregory Riddle 
to send to the livery stabyes in Guildford Street to 
hire a landau to ’iake -him to Molcscy. His night’s 
rest had done him ilarhri rather than good. Sleep, 
sofheone, whose name? .•nd ranch marks I have for- 
gotten, once observed, is Much i^terrated. Man go^s 
to bed as*happy«as a gng, but awakes with feelings of 
the deepest sadness. All night he is kindly disposed 
towards everybody ;• in tfee morning he remembers 
how he hugged the night pdHceman, and he shudders, 
for now he simply loathes th« fellow. Thus he is wise 
who, eschewing the delusive Morpheus, sits up all night 
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Every hotel bar a/ound Hampton Court' was 
w^rarmin^ w^h thirsty humanity on that lustrous 
Sunday morning ; bht the enterprising proprietor of 
Jhe Eyot instantly came from behind his bar to 
welcome Ds Riddle, who was *a steady customer 
through *all seasons. » 

“ Scei^lClr Sleath lately ? ” the doctor asked^ unable 
to dissemble his increasing anxietyi 

“ Oh yes ! ” laughed the landlord w^th a significant 
cliuckle. “ He looked in on Friday ni^ht on his way 
back from Epsom. Lucky devil ! I gave him his fifty. 
But there! you always were ‘a generQj^. wirfher, 
doctor.” * ^ ^ 

“ A w-w-what;? ” stammered Riddle. ^ 

“ A big-Ti^arted winner, sir*^ A? my daughter Tillie 
said, she’d bet a shilling»th^t, out of the hundred-an’- 
fifty which our sweep was worth, you’d go and give 
away nearer a hiAidred ^han anything else I ” 

“ B-b-but, I thought— Mr, Sleath won the 
sweepstakes ? ” gasped the fluttered physician. • 

“ No fear ! ” shouted the victualler ; with boisterous 
merriment. “ Who are you trying to get at, doctor ; 
you-^you drew Volodyovski : Sleath only puUed out 
a blank!” ’ . * 


One Aore question only did ^re gclry Riddle ask : 

" And when did Mr Sleath kno^^ that this was so?” 
** Oh, over a week ago : dat^init, he was here whife 
the swe^p was being J#awn 1^’ 



'chapter V, 

Some memories of tccil Street —As a ‘ matchless situation *— The easy- 
going Dickie Dal/cll — IlaHxmrs the Captain and the milliner — 
!\nd the*bih«lous old scTiool-fellow — Also the baronet — And Lady 
The storm passes — Of Ktngaroo Hill — The Duke of 
^,„,'rTortland — Of L'anhstatier — And a Government Lottery — Of 
honesty in the game of bHIiards — An adventu»e at So^down P.ark— 
In which Sillic Ilains - Kmerges from a barney f- King’s Road, 
Brighton, on a race night — Losin^j a gold Frodsham — 7\nd re- 
gaining it— ‘ ilaymakcrs * — A brother’s reckoning — In a Drury 
Lane dressing-room — If erl)ert Campbell buys a comic song — The 
domestic troubles t)f Mr I*lpewick-i-Told in his own letters— And 
his taking-off. ^ 

In the sad process of reconstruct! npj that part of the 
southern side of the Strand which lies between 
Savoy Hill and Adam Street, there has been oblit- 
erated and lost to <'iur^aKity for ever a certain 
delightful thoroi^hfare that literally reeked with 
precious mcmdrica.^ K lived and died in shape a 
narrow-necked cul-de-i^c, its ground plan taking the 
form of a hlige anchow sauce bottle lying belly 
downwards, an^l it was tailed Occil Street. ^Its s^te 
is now occupied by the eastern wing of the Hotel 
Cecil, which fact alone eiHinciatcs the excellent judg- 
ment and sound sense of good fellows — now, alas I 
mostly beneath earth's crust — who made it their 
stamping ground some twenty years ago. For position 
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is, after all, the main point to the sane masculine 
^ind. “ rooms I ever had were in Jermyn 

Street,” oned^jbserved Major Bob Hope- Johnstone 
^o a callow youth *who complained of the dearth of 
good rooms dn town. “ And what were the points 
about them ? ” asked the boy. “ Points ? ” X)ared the 
Major, gid^nantly. “ Points Why, their matchless 
situation! When I wasn’t in the\ Criterion I was in 
bed, and when I wasn’t in bed I was ia the Criterion. 
1 should like to know what more ‘points’ yoij want!” 

Most of the houses in CpcW Street were let as 
lodgings and were of varying grades of r6^r1*^"^:tabitity, 
dec4ining slightly towards the Thryn'js end. ’^p by 
the ‘neck of the# bottle,’ however, the landladies were 
more partic’ilar, and one or t*vo tenements even ran 
to solicitors’ offices on the ground floor. It is of one 
of these houses that I have first to speak. Its first- 
pair suite, consi<?ting cf a si^ting-rAom, a bedroom, 
and a small kitchen, all faultless^ furnished, was 
occupied by the very easiest-going gentlemfan in 
London. Since he still, happily, lives and strongly 
deprecates idle curiosity or impertinent guesses as to 
his iej^ntity, I must call him Dickie DalXell. His one 
great weakness lay in his utter inability to say “ No’ 

' to a friend, the natural result was that he 

was constantly in hot w'ater o^ else emerging from it, 
lobster like, done to a degree. ^ It may ^ven be quite 
bej^ond ^his own powisr (as^^ it certainly would be 
opposed to his inclins^ion) to enumerate one tenth of 
•what he has ^ffered and gope through on behalf of 
people with whom he has, in mafty cases, been only 
slightly acquainted. So ^mirable a man belittled 
. the much-envied eulogium pbout loving ‘ his neighbour 
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had blit few vices, whilst the nian on his right in Cecil 
Street kept a faro-hell and the one on bis left subsc" 
quently did ‘ time ’ for running a house of ill-farrie. 

Into the sraokehole at Simpson*?, came Dickie one^ 
night, looking about as happy as a carp* in a tub of 
bran. 

" I am practically turned out of my own rooms to- 
night,” he said, sipping the excellent hot ^og which 
my friend Sam Pallant had instantly prescribed, “ but 
I daresay I will be able to get a bed at the Golden 
Cross. How does it happen ? Why, to begin with, 
an a. vfullj^ (decent chap whom I ’met at Hurlingham, 
a CapUin Knowljon, has come up unexpectedly 
Tium Polcgate. You may know him ; he is some sort 
of a company-prom6ter-and lives at Polcgate, though 
he also keeps a bedroom at his club. No? Oh, 
well, he’s a very nice chap, I assure you. He has the 
misfortune to be married, though ; ahd that’s how it 
comes about that he is lying doggoh in my bedroom 
at this moment. Instead of returning to Polcgate 
yesterday as he should have done, he preferred to 
take one of his favourite pieces dc patisserie — a Court 
milliner^ I think she is, up in Mayfair — out to dhiner, 
and it seems that his* anguished wife, who had all 
along suspected .som<^thing of the kind, spotted the 
pair of them as they emerged from the Caf^ Royal, 
As my bad luck woulfil, have it, they hopped into a 
hansom and came, as ha^ as t^e horse could^ gallop, 
to the Slrand, "hotly pursued, in another and a better 
« hansom, by the injured lawful consoi;|. The poor 
lady overshot them as ttiey tore into trie Strand, a 
blunder which they took t instant advantage of by 
paying off their cabman ana doubling across the road, 
but not before madame's cabby had twigged the trick. 
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This idiot raisecl a tegular hue-and-cry, artd by 
landing up gn his dickey, managed to keep the flying 
pair m ^ighl until <hey fled round my corner like 
hares, and — got to ground ! Of course they’re safe 
’ enough whqre they are, but madame, who only, lost 
them aS they rounded* the turn for home^ is pacing 
the top of Cecil Street like a bear rpbbcd of her cubs, 
and wift ptt)bably mo^int guaifl tl-^erc till she starves 
the quarry out ! ” 

“Looks lik ; the sitting-room sofa^or Dickie,” I 
said. * ,, 

“ Nay, “even that debart-eck me ; at*J[east foji to- 
night,” he replied, bringing out the last ’r.-'^rds as 
though heartily ashamed of his* own iinpuissaiice. 
“ An old li^oolfellow ot mine, iiillie Wjndham, has 
turned up, as tight as^ twenty lords! lie is in dis- 
tinctly serious trouble, and has apparently been trying 
to drink himse!/ into^a tra!y:e. T^hough he is well 
enough able to walk, he cannot keep his eyes open, 
and he persists in mistaking me for his w/onged 
spouse. Keeps on calling me ‘Flo, dear Flo,’ and 
going down on his knees and promising that he ‘ wtl/ 
faithfully give her up ’ if only he is gben ‘ ofie more 
chance, just one more I ’ • I^’s jibsitivcly distracting : I 
shall have to give up my rooms if it^goes on. Mean- 
while, here I am without a bed tO'^te on I ” 

This was, however, but a trilling difficulty, and ^vfts 
soon got over. They, founrf him a bWroom at the 
Charing Cross ; but my prineipal anxiety was*to follow 
, this interesting farce? to its finish, and it came on the 
morrow. / * , 

At somewhere about eleven o’clock next morning 
Wyndham awoke and reafised where he was. Getting 
up and knocking at the olsdroom door to apologise to 
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Dickb Dalzell for his outrageous conduct of the 
previous night, Wyndham aroused the cj^ptain. Cop' 
fusion ! — apologies — mutual explanations. Even 
whilst these were in progress Dickie himself returned, 
and brought the good news that there were no signs 
whatever of Mrs Knowlton at the top of the street, 

“ Bravo ! and three times bravo ! " cried the poor 
captain, tnuch relicvcd> “Then if you two ibllows are 
agreeable — nay, I shall insist upon it — we will adjourn 
in a body to Verrey’s for breakfast, for, speaking 
personally and quite selfishly, a real good bottle of 
wine is just now a ne^'csskry-de-l*i-vie to me" as Mark 
Twain ! ” 

, “-If you don’t fnifid,” interposed Dickie, timorously, 
‘ letting me nave my' bedroom for about ten minutes, 
iust to change my clothes in ? ” 

So Captain Knowlton and the little milliner stepped 
out into the sitting-room to discuss v: pid generalities 
while the host apologised for temporarily closing his 
own bedroom door. 

Perhaps ten — certainly not more than twelve — 
minutes had elapsed, when a sudden rushing of feet, 
first in the hall below and then upon the stairs, caused 
the thre6 guilty souls ii/that sitting-room to start up 
and fix their eyes, with one accord, upon the oaken 
door. Instinctf\rely- tfiey felt that something was 
about to happen. Nearer drew the footsteps — nearer 
— nearer ; then — crash 1 The door flew open and a 
hatless mfin rushed in. He was 'a fine, athletic cha^, 
all boiling with excitement and nViarly out of breath. 
Hastily scanning the^roorrf, and not findJl\g what he 
sought, he bellowed : 

“ Speak up — quick I WhAc the devil is Dalzell ? '* 

Three tongues obstinatel;jl adhered to three hard 
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palates and gave nu answering sound, but three right 
■bands were ^raised and three trembling forefingers 
pointed ^to Ihe bedroom door behind which Dickie 
Dalzell, in the most blissful innocence, was understood 
to be changing his raiment. One? tug from the h^tlcss 
agitated Hercules brought the half-locked bedroom 
door wide open and discovered DieJ^ie, faultlessly clad 
in a frbck'*coat suit of darki^^li gjey material, busily 
withdrawing his loose change from the pockets of the 
clothes in v/hich he had appeared on the previous 
night. 

“ Heav'n be praised that? I. have f^und yoia at 
home!” cried the big man, flinging himjelf upon 
Dalzell and lifting that unfortunafe |)erson bodily off 
his feet. ^‘‘*Into bed with you, dothes a^id all! My 
life itself depends upon it ! *So, so ! Briefly, Dickie, I 
have been out all night and there’s sheol to pay, but 
you must and -can get me^ out c^f it. Now mind, 
you’re supposed to have been run over by an omnibus 
last night — compound fracture of both thigl]s — and 
I’ve been sitting up with you. Egad ! I hear my wife 
coming up the stairs even now I ” 

By this time Dickie had been tl^rust into the 
rumpled bed and forcibly coveted with the beclclothes. 
So sucKlen had his capture been tlvjt his right hand, 
which protruded meekly from the^heets, still grasped 
some gold and silver coins. Iljs captor flopped down 
heavily upon the bedside an ^promptly ^tssumed a look 
ofsolickude that was tar mere intense Jthan reasonable, 
and contrasted strdhgly with the expression of sur- 
prise and steering which thb vietjm wore. 

.There strode into the outer room at this moment 
an imperious matron literllly bristling at the prospect 
of stf ‘scene.* She wastthe sort of woman whose 
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vanity was flattered and whose jealous spite was 
gratified at finding herself in the brutal position 
being able to demand the instant dismissal of a 
mistress, and so great a hurry was she in to play 
her r^ie that only a very small amount of judicious 
duplicity was sufficient to entangle her intellecc. The 
two fully-clressed men and the girl witli her hat and 
gloves on, who v^ere ao obviously anxious ’ callers 
waiting in the sitting-room, supplied the ‘ dope * and 
completely tuped the trick. In five short seconds 
the lady’s bearing underwent a consummate meta- 
morphosis 

“ Is — Cl* — anyone with Mr Dal/cll besides Sir 
Roland?*’ she asked, impersonally^ of the guilty 
trinity; and ‘the sh.owd Knowlton, who nad over- 
heard the hasty menace with which the host was 
crowded into bed, answered quietly : 

No, madame, but we are momentarily expecting the 
doctor.” 

Lady Roland stepped through the open door into 
the bedroom just as Dalzell, to escape fresh and un- 
known developments, closed his eyes. The penitent 
woman stooped down to pick up from the carpet and 
place upon the dressing-table, two sovereigns, a florin, 
a sixpence and a threepenny-bit'— apparently Dalzell 
had been run ovt* on Tom Tiddler’s ground — and, 
approaching her husband, said : 

“Roland, F ask your ‘pardpn. Let us return to 
breakfast and'you can *call and inquire as' to Mr 
Dalzell’s condition later in the djy, after the doctors 
have seen him.” ^ \ 

How gracefully, and yet how naturally, did Roland 
yield! It is among weak men that you find obstinacy, 
not among the strong; altlfcugh Sir Roland’s com- 
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pliance had all the megts and defects that come with 
^this form of marital submission, for, with a bow, he 
answered : J 

“ Blanche, you have my full forgiveness and I will 
return with you. ♦But not before I have pledged my 
word tp m;^ poor friend here to sit and watch by him 
through the long hours of to-morrow night ! ” 

If any iporal is to be deduced •from this .veracious < 
incident (which I deem it expcdiAit to thus discreetly 
terminate), it surely is that wedlock, played slow, is 
a far more interesting and scicnWfic §^me than 
politics, .or even Bridge; but I bid you cross •the 
roadway with me tg the door* of No. *l.-4r * 

■* n3ere, in the days of which I« hgve been writing, 
lodged ^Arthur William Hill, facetiously styled 
‘ KangaroS,’ in playful ailtusion to his trouserial 
rotundity and his tefnporary sojourn in New South 
Wales; and a skilled and gentlemanly exponent ot' 
turf literature was h% though liViconventional to a 
fault and having as little ven^'ation for ancient 
lineage as a chicken born in an incubator. • He was 
at school, for instance, with young William John 
Arthur Charles James Cavendish-Bentinck, and after 
being out of England for mgny ycai%, recognised his 
fricn(^ in a portly geiHleman who was pounding 
across Newmarket Heath on a cosfl-black cob. " Hi! 


Bentinck, hi ! Pull up, dash you 1 ” he shouted as the 
Norseman swept by, whilst s'ome brgther scribbfers 
•uitabjy shocked, o» •affecting to be, ^ told him who it 
was. “ What, is lie the buke of •Portland ? cried 
Kangaroo^with nlw hope# Why, the last time 
were out ^together I lent thb beggar five bob!’ 
which was the schoolhoy^act At one time anc 


another Hill contributed ** Vigilant’s Note Book ” t( 
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The Sportswan^ the leading article tO The Newcastle 
Dailp Chronicle^ and for a time he edited The Man-^ 
cluster Sporting Telegraph, Since I wai at thaj- time 
rather more seriously engaged in reporting events of 
the racecourse than I ever yearn to be again, we had 
many tastes in common, and one of these was for 
chopping and steaking at the Teutonic grill-room in 
the Strand, which, under the rule of Mr James 
Darmstatter, was r, house-of-call for racing men, a 
rendezvous of litterateurs, a home-from-home for 
the sons of ther Fatherland, a p'-rfect little Klondyke 
to cadgers, and a sort of registry office for actors out- 
of-coHar. * 

In this hospitable drum we were ensconced’ OiiC 
night discussing the racing of the coming \;'eek. It 
is easy to talk of Eps5m/or a considerable time, and 
Hill and I may have jabbered away for an hour or 
more without noticing that a small intelligent Teuton, 
with eyes as briglrtly bhie as^Mis tangtry’s and a 
wealth of ginger hi ir, a little alien who from time to 
time buried his features in a glass tankard with a 
metal lid and came up dripping like a dog that has 
zealously forded a river to fetch back a sixpenny 
walking-^tick, was listening intently to all that was 
said. The crowning points came when Hill casually 
mentioned the word ‘sweepstakes,’ whereupon the 
little man first beg'ged pardon for interrupting us, 
theli apologised for overhearing what he thought we 
were talking about, and wound €\p by inquiring if w« 
were in any way» connected with l^e “ State Lottery 
for the Derby Race ” ? * f 

This was far too rich to be missed, so,\aking the 
initiative in something like a hurry, I informed the 
little chap that his power oL discernment was truly 
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marvellous : that we woie indeed the two autbpriscd 
^ents of the great House of Commons Sweepstake, 
drawn for avinually on the eve of the great race at 
Epsom. “ But, there ” I concluded (utterly failing to 
call to mind what was the Gei^nan equivalent for 
* Get out ! *) as I gave him a dig in the ribs, “ some- 
body or other has pointed us out to you!” Here 
Hill sensibly took up the rinning with a graphic 
description of the committee room, with Mr John 
Morley and Mr Chamberlain writing out the tickets 
and Mr Balfour shaking them up in Sir > William 
Harcourtbs silk hat. His humorous acc^upt of how 
Lord Rosebery once » pulled the lining itself out of 
Sir William’s beaver gave rise lo much laughter- 
“ Poor d Jai old Sir William ! ” laughed Hill, the 
tears streaming down his fkc checks. 

Then the German asked how much apiece were the 
tickets, and wa% told one guinea. ^ He proceeded to 
pull out a fat, grandmotherly purse encircled by an 
elastic band ; but before opening it, he explained in 
more or less convalescent English that he was the 
very soul and embodiment of superstition in all 
matters where chance was concernedj having been 
made so by the fact that, he oace upon a tin\e drew 
the bigf^rize in the Great Imperial Lottery of Scidlitz- 
powderburg, or something like it, ou- a ticket numbered 
seven-hundred-and-seventy-seven. If he could puf- 
fffase a similarly numbered- ticket in i/tir lottery he 
Wife theje with the giiinea, but not otherwise. 

Hill pulled out oj his pocket the familiar blood- 
red penny yemoranaum bdbk ruled with cash-lines 
in which his landlady made weird entries for milk 
and coals and whisky — but mainly whisky — and, 
rapidly turning over several leaves with his moistened 
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fingeiip, announced that ticket No. 777 had not yet 
been sold. The little German was highly delighte^ 
Not only did he plank down his guinea (Jn tlffe ceunter 
along with his name and address, neatly written on a 
page torn from his metallic note-b 6 ok, but he insisted ' 
on us joining him, “shoost vor luck, eh?” in three 
funnel-shaped glasses of some beastly Bavarian joy- 
producer which tliey k«pt in a green buttle' on the 
top shelf behind (he special sausages which, aided 
by the heat of' the gas, were acquiring their second 
flavour. ♦ Escaping at lengtli with our lives, we 
acfjoyrnec^ t9 Romaq,o’s*to buy k bottle of wine and 
a couple of weeds with the guinea. 

. It may have bCePi close upon an hour later that, as 
the weeds burned lf>w and the late* lanilcnted Otto 
presented the bill, K^r^g.iroo turned on me and 
remarked with censorious severity : 

“ Pitcher, I think that this joke has ,n)ne far enough." 

“The guinea itself will go no further, will it?” I 
inquired. 

“No,” said he, " eighteen pence to Otto balances 
the deal. But what I mean is that weVe had a good 
augh out of the little fool of a German who thought 
hat th& British Govoprnmeut sent lottery touts out 
nto the bars of the Strand, and now it’s time»to end 
t.” * » 

*“ In what way ? ” ^ 

“ We must go and ^ive him back his guinea, 
mswered Hillf “and explain tfiftt the whole a^air vPas 
>nly a joke.” I 

This did, I must admif, seem 10 me to^e a wofully* 
ecble ending to the deal, and one that, so far as I was 
roncerned, wanted an immensity of thinking over. 
Whether the little Teuton v^th the blue eyes and the 
s 
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nflamed hair chose to regard it as a mad wild Jest or 
^oked upon it as the most dismal thing that had 
:ome*un3er Jiis observation since the historic failure 
Df the sauerkraut crop, was of far less moment to me 
than the l^jiimiliating prospect of •re-entering Darm- 
statter'S with my tail between my legs and tamely 
BXplainiriJj to an unfriendly alien that I* had been 
monkeying with his money, llie risk of being 
arrested as a felon was for once more acceptable than 
the prospect of posing as an abject fbol. Meanwhile 
Hill was becoming mi^ty impatient Already he 
had haufed the sun! of ten*an^ sixpei^ce^out of*his 
( yig kef and laid it on'the marble table for me to cover 
with a similar sum, but, as I madd nd sign of staking, 
he took^ft^n hfs palm again, uni, with s^me petulant 
remark about the folly ot* practical joking where 
money was concerned, got up and walked out of 
Romano s, and iaack inJ:o i)armstalj;cr’s, I following, 

Darmy's was still packed when we re-entered it ; 
indeed, the place seemed hotter and smokier than 
ever. The grill-cook had done for the night, and the 
waiters were reversing the chairs and putting them on 
the tables. Rut our little Teuton, who^on the strength 
of having once set all .Scidlitzpowderburg talking 
with his thaler ticket, bad joined our mythic sweep, 
had gone. As Hill heard the news from Hermann, 
^e waiter, his countenance f(;ll. A contingency bad 
arisen for which he was^ot prepared. He turned 
on mc^ abruptly an3 said he should make a clean 
breast of tlie wholjJ affair to Darmy and leave him to^ 
square it ywith his fellow countryman as best he 
might. Still I said nothing. 

“ Darmy Hill began, turning round and catching 
the merry little by the lappel of his coat • 



iM PITCHER IN PARADISE 

“ Binstcad and I have something to say to you. Come 
here.” 

Darmy only blinked at us through the-smoke ’of his 
cigar, and allowed himself to be led a little way aside. 
Then Hill unwoiuiu his very yelfow narrative. He 
enlarged upon the opening fact'that our subscriber from 
the Fatherland (with whom, by the way, Darmstatter 
was very well acquainted) really brought the*Lhing upon 
himself by pitchforking himself into our conversation 
at the mention of the word ‘ sweepstake.’ P'rom one 
point to another he went, uiitiF he told how, we never 
dreaming ,^h?t such a thing woifid ever happen, the 
little German pulled out his purse and insisted on 
buying ticket No. 7/7 ! 

“ Ach, and so he puyed der dickct,‘ did* h^‘?” cried 
Darmy, much interested.' 

“ He did.” 

“ So ! Now you know what / do ? ” 

“ No.” 

Like a flash he dived his right hand into his 
trousers pocket, and pulled out a sovereign and a 
shilling. 

“ Den I dell you : I dakes nomber sefen-unnert-vind- 
sefendy-^/i^///, see!” c.ied he. “Dot udder feller’s 
de luggiest feller in Chermany, bot perhaps he might 
choost miss it py one, see ? ” 

Ilill, who had turneej as blue as indigo, glanced at 
me nervously, but my sup^srior size, my grim glare ot 
determination, and a wink full of deep meaning,W 5 ettle^ 
it Darmstattcr had No. 778 ! 

To admit that I had sorAe difficulty in bilking poor 
Kangaroo’s confession will act as a salve to my soul. 
His love of a barney was, unlike my own, weaker 
than his strict observance of the laws of meum ei 
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tuum \ though, to be siire, he had one or two »quccr 
i^eas where billiards were concerned. 

It*s ^nou|rh to sicken one of going straight, 
Pitcher,” he remarked to me one night on my return 
to town aft^r a week’s strenuous '(Coursing at Altcar. 
“Do yJu remember my telling you before you went 

away whrft a moral that billiard-handicap at B ’s 

was forme?" » • ^ 

“ I do," I said ; then, warned by his lugubrious 
tone, I added, “ but course, to ha\fe made it a real 
cert, you ought to have squared the marker.’^ 

“ I Square the fnarker!^’ hp almostiyeJled,J‘ and 
tl^t’fvjust it. I got into the semi-final right enough, 
but the night we played the semi-final they rang in a 
new maPKC^ an*d I got beat by*over t\fjenty points. 
No more honesty at billiards for me." 

But, with the mention of barneys, I have strayed 
from the pleasant purlie^ of Cecil Street and I cannot 
turn back. For the memory of a bygone barney 
carries me to Esher. 

It fell upon a certain bright and glorious Saturday 
afternoon in quite a recent July when all that was 
brav« and still left in town, and nearly all that was 
beautiful, were mixing on the lawn and bathin*g in the 
sunshiwe on the hillside sacecourse at Sandown Park 
— a form of mixed bathing to which the most 
puritanical could scarcely tak^ offence — that I tOQk 
twenty pounds to five about ft winner : Ithi Ban in the 
Rftyal handicap. Tffough not a transmetioa of such 
^ magnitude as to cau|e one’s brain to reel or one’s hair 
to stop growing, it still was* a step most distinctly in 
th^ right direction ; so, having lingered a moment to 
touch up Mr William Forster’s bolt of banknotes to 
the tune of a pony, I was about to turn in the direction 
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of the justly popular canteen; when whom should I 
behold at my elbow but that eccentric genius, 
Billie Harris. Attired in a sort of Meat'‘'Mai^ket com- 
promise for evening-dress, by which a black alpaca 
frock did duty foi the regulatioii swallow-tails (a 
costume in which I verily believe he sleeps), the great 
little sausage-maker stood glaring thoughtfully at the 
sun, as though the g-rcat luminary were alone re- 
sponsible for that morning's rise in the price of pork. 
Billie, in his saule suit and contf'mplative pose, cut 
so graceful and imposing a figure that, to my mind, 
he supplied an eloqqpnt and indisputable Answer to 
Lord Rosebery’s old question, “ Why should not a 
committee of thv- Royal Academy gather together in 
order to find somcjchaste and interest^hg national 
costume, in which the distinguished men of the nine- 
teenth century might descend to posterity?" 

It was to me intensely interesting to gaze upon this 
pensive, pork-fed philosopher, attired in careless but 
howling defiance of the strangely finical bipeds over 
the rails in the Members’ Enclosure, the creatures who 
habitually changed their clothes at least four times 
each day, whilsj: he who held London’s sausage trade 
in the palm of his hand stood there clad in the garb 
of night, blandly oblivious %of all save the /emote 
possibility of a weakening market in hog’s flesh. 
Mpst willingly would have passed along, leaving 
Billie Harris ^o his mental speculations, but that^ 
there came upon the scene just then two of God’s 
irreclaimablcs, whose furacious fingers itched for 
plunder, and whose mutual gaze was fixed upon the 
large and lustrous diamond stud which scintillated 
like a captured star in a firmament of Smithfield 
shirt-front 
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Now both these meif were old offenders, and one 
hfd but one jcye, yet so vigilant and observant was 
that solifary* optic that its owner was the chosen 
‘ spotter ’ of a most relentless band of racecourse pick- 
pockets. I. had had previous experience of hiip in 
the tow^ of Brighton, v^ierc, after the races one night, 
he and Ais mob rattled a friend of mine named 
Garrett agefinst the ii«an shutfers ^of the jeweller’s at 
the corner of West Street, and deprived him of a fine 
old family tu-rnip. Barrett had, however, the presence 
of mind to yell after the rftreating thieves, is, on the 
appearance of some* constaLfles,. they cut iip tljp Eiill 
lijfe V for leather, “ A tenner for it back to-morrow, 
and 1 shall be in Tattersall’s ! ” II: a sentimental 

sum to d^f^f^but it brought the wmteh bac^, eventually, 
Ivventually, I repeat, t^ecause certain formalities had 
to be gone through. Firstly, as Garrett and I stepped 
out of a fly at tke Grai^d Sta^d gaje on the following 
day, a perfect stranger came bejiind us and said 

hurriedly, “Bung that tenner to ^ 

(mentioning the name of a well-known ready-money 
bookmaker, since deceased) .ind ycr clock shall be 
with* him directly after the first race,” and instantly 
disappeared. Straight *10 thb bookie — a perfectly 
honesPman — we wont aifd deposited the note, stating 
at the same time that|&ic missing chronometer was a 
CQjd-cased half-hunter by Frodsham. But on return- 
ing, when the first winner had been paid over, the 
kind intermediary only shook his he^d! • 

“ They want a fuller description," he said, with a 
stolidity that acquifted him of ^ny perception of the 
humour of the situation. 

But Garrett, anxious as he was to regain his 
property, laughed aloud., Ton my word, old man ! ** 
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cried Jie, “they couldn’t be md*e specific or distinctive 
if they represented Scotland Yard itself.',’ 

“ Specific my aunt ! ” snarled the booiie, somewhat 
nettled ; “ they're on'y takin’ pains to meet you as 
you're ameetin’ theln — in a gentlemanly way. They’re 
anxious that you should get" the right clock',' which 
ain’t such an easy matter considerin’ they’ve ‘got seven 
Frodshams, an’ all lialf-Iiunters.” 

Ten minutes later, in company with the bookie and 
across the course, Garrett was permitted to pick his 
Frodshan. from six other^ nestling in a red cotton 
handkerchief. * 

But, back to my Sandown barney. , 

Even as I c<mtem plated turning awa^ from the 
gorgeous sausage-mal- zr, I noticed that the one-lamped 
knight was directing the attention of his more fortunate 
accomplice to the glistening gem; wherefore I said, 
quietly and unost<intatiqusly to Harris : 

“Billie, my buck, take a good look at those two 
johnnies behind me, and then come into the bar 
and have a small spot by way of a corrective." 

Which Billie in due order did ; and as a pint of 
Pommery crearped out into two tumblers, I further 
observed*: 

“ Bill, you arc just now enjvaying the distinctibn of 
being as keenly shadowed as ever an Irish Secretary 
wa§, and all on account of that solitaire in your shii^j 
front As soofi as you step out of this bar those two 
getabits who \wre gazing# at you just now will gei 
^p a dud or barney fight ri^ht undhr your very nose, 
while the rest of their mob wilf stand around as 
though they hadn't seen a fight for so long that 
they’ve forgotten the smell of arnica. And when it 
is all over and the dust has cleared away, that rare 
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and priceless head-lighi: of yours will be milsing. 

Billie noddeci his head significantly ; and inserting 
,his right hand into^his waistcoat y^ith a suddenness 
that caused even the middle-aged sophisticated race- 
course barmaid to blush, and gripping the«diamond 
firmly with his left, he quickly unscr^ewed the coveted 
stud into two pieces-^-the jewel lod screw and the 
eighteen-caret shank. Then, with arj alacrity that 
partly explair’icd h^v. fi^^lds w'cre won# in the early 
morn where they battled o’e^r the beeves, \villiain 
whipped out from a breast-pockef of the alpifca frock 
a blue^ticket for a concert to be gjycn in aid of the 
widdy and cj?ildren of a one-time polic^e-con stable, 
and through«this bit ot card ^19 s?rewed the precious 
ornament Once again* did his right hand vanish, 
and this time into the shirt-front itself. 

“There,” said lie, beAming,e^s he withdrew the 
paw again, and twisted his body with a queer and 
skittish wriggle, “ I’ve dropped it down my singlet, 
and as that goes into my pants, and my pants go into 
my socks, I couldn’t even get at it myself without 
taking my boots off in the train. Now let us have 
another little pint.” * - 

• “ NayT later on,” .sai 5 I ; ^for there ^oes the bell for 
the numbers, and they tell me it's a pinch for the 
Epl'ilia filly. Don’t go too far ‘away.” • 

FJe did not ; and priygpally for the most excellent 
reason th^t he no sooner got •outside the buffet door 
than the one-eyed majj and hv accomplice reapj^ared 
from opposite directions. Billie .strolled obliquely 
forward into the sunshine, • half turning as he went, 
which brought the conspirators, who always keenly 
realise the wisdom of keeping moving, clear acro.ss 
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my bows. When the precious pair got a full front 
view of their intended victim the first thing tfiat stnyjlc 
them both was the absence of the gem ^ey hankered 
after. There was no diamond |here now — nothing 
but a crumple right across the shirt and a blurred fresco 
of finger-marks around the gaping buttonhole. 

“Lordlummy, ,Harr^,’* said the two-eyed man in 
a rather audible whisper, borne straight into my ears 
by the summef breeze which was blowing my way, 
“You done that a treat! ^Wh^i’e is it?” 

I The one-eyed man grinned feebly for a second or 
so, then ' frowned and answered : 

“ Whadderyer rnean ? I ain’t got it.” 

“ You ain’t got it?” repeated the. big fql low, very 
gravely; “tlben it? Mark me/ liarry, the 

last workman that tiied to put the cross on me, 
I ” 

The bully sho\Ted h> teetirand dlew his fist back, 
menacingly, but the one-eyed ’un only growled with 
stolid .candour : 

“ All I know is, I ain’t even handled it, so 
there I ” 

For, an instant they glared at each other^ like 
fighting terriers in the / pit * of some Shoreditch 
tavern frequented by * the fhney ’ ; then, with an oath, 
the big ’un sent his right fist buzzing at the spotter. 
But, with consistent** vigilance, the one-eye sains^Jt 
coming, and its owner did cuckoo-in-the-clpck 
trick — sfiruck*9nd then ducked. Almost bfefore the 
aggressor regained hisr balance', the aggrieved got 
into action with .a rattling hot blow, which the 
Yankees who from time to time do battle at the 
N.S.C. term a “corkscrew punch in the slats,” but 
before iie could follow up^his advantage he lost it 



PITCHER IN PARADISE 


« 3 * 

The big man, foully red-tongued, and judging his 
dii^anqe tp th^ hundredth of an inch, handed out a 
regular haymal<er — so called from the fact that the 
►recipient of the l^low, on subsejQuently regaining 
consciousness, invariably believes that he has been 
up in a hay-loft looking for eggs — and the pair went 
down together. ^ • 

Then it was that the police savw the necessity for 
closing in, and — well, a surging mob oj a hundred or 
so is a thing I usually r.^eer clear of. • As Jhe con- 
stables boi^e the battered, bleccjjng combatants through 
the turnstiles and away to the babk of the l^uildings, 
where ^ the t^porary lock-up J^nd^ the jockey’s 
ambulanct-rog» nestle together, Billie ^ame back 
to me, and, winning his fingeic wimbly over^is pockets 
and his brace-buttons, observed, ingenuously : 

“ I’m happy to say that I don’t think I’ve lost 
anything, but — \\^11, for^a mci? bafney, they did go 
a bit, didn’t they?” • 

There are, however, many other barneys than ’those 
which terminate in handing one’s fellow atoms * hay- 
makers ’ ; and one that was prettily conceived and 
artistically embroidered was t]iat whfch wai once 
expertly unloaded on good friend Herbert 
•Campb^L No matter just how lon^ ago it was ; let 
us speak of events as events, not as milestones — much 
as a^ertain good Pelican of fifteen years ago replied 
to ^ fellow bird who ^ had enquired what was the 
difference in age between His brother and ^himself. 
^ Why, blest if I caq^ tell you,” quoth he, “ but you 
can judge pretty well for yourself:* when he was born 
I was just old enough to cilddle his nurse ! ” 
Pantomime was playing at Drury Lane, with 
Herbert Campbell and I^arry Nicholls as the two 
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:ruml[) cards. The quiet, unobtrusive humour of 
Nicholls made an excellent foil to th/? more j*ob</st 
style of Campbell — though, to be only just, who that 
is old enough to r^'mcmber Herbe»'t’s soulful addresses 
to-*- 

“ Miss Maud Priscilla 
,, Jemima Miller, 

Who tdKCS in a lodger or two,' 

At Paradise Villa, Paiadise Squ.ire, 

' Oppo'.ite Paradis^ View,” ^ 

I ** ' 

can have doubted thqt he hrrs felt the; tendresse 
whicii IdU Rochefoucauld to say : “ Le i^assion fait 
souvent un foil ^dii, plus habile Itomnie'' 

Anyway,, the Campbcll-Nicholls drcr.s’ng^room was 
shared by Victor Stevu*!!, and, with Walter Slaughter 
there us often as not, practical joking came like shelling 
peas, more especially since Campbcdl had unguardedly 
remarked that ht* w.'t?. sadly* in ne^d of a few good 
songs with which to re-open at the halls at Easter. 
Incidentally he observed, too, that he never re- 
membered a time at which there was a greater dearth 
of good song-writers. 

Thafr very' cveniqg Nicholls and Stevens and 
Slaughter hatched a plot.^' 

On the second afternoon after that there was a roll 
of manuscript music, tied with string and superscribed 
‘^H. Campbell, Esq., T.R.D.L., stage door. •^No 
answer,'^ lying amongst the many letters which .en- 
cumbered CamFpbell’s dr?:ssing-table, and three pairs 
of mischievous eyes watched him as he tore th(f 
wrapper off. 

“ Hullo I by Jove ! a ne^ song-writer at last ! he 
cried, picking up a small, folded note which fell from 
the manuscript And he rc^d it aloud : 
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“ Mr H. Campbell. 

“Dear Sir, — I now take pen in hand to say that having 
loi% wi§hedJ:o wate a song for you and believing I can fit you 
to a dot, I beg to submit enclosed. Though only an amateur, 
being a brassworker by profession but also singing in the 
* choir at St Ai^mstine’s* Southwark, I don’t think I have g9t a 
bad ear for music, as brassworkcrs go, while, as regards poetry 
I hikve already had a sulesphtter entitled ‘ Don't chalk your cue 
before a lady’ accepted by Mr Arthur Roberts. In conclusion, 
the price of herewith ballad, *f requirc 3 , is len shillings down and 
half copyright fees if publishetl, share and share alike and act 
straight, ne\er baving^'**en guilty of a dirty* trick and hoping 
you enjoy the same great blessingj.4 remain, respectfully yours, 

• • • “J. B.^Pipewick.”* 

• * w. 

“ P.S'<<A'Tepiji^addressed c/o Mrs Williams, tobacconist and 
fancy, Southwark Park Road, S.E., will fin*^ ally time.” 

On the ?uprgcstion of Slhflghter — the arch con- 
spirator! — who forcibly* took the manuscript out of 
Campbell’s hand, Uie melody was tried at the piano- 
forte, and pronounced excellent, l^or were the verses 
one whit behind the tunc : they banned perfectly, 
were intensely funny, and positively contained no 
allusion whatever either to mothcrs-in-law, the minor 
insect^ of Margate, or the traditional sanctity of St 
John’s Wood — rare qualities indaed in a moderrf comic 
song 1 jCampbcll wa§ simply delighted with it, and, 
despatching his dresser to the Strand^for the necessary 
postal-orders, remitted Mr Pipewick his money that 
very afternoon. 

T»he next day broughir a letter of acknowledgment 
from Pipewick, who not only reiteratefl his gratitude 
but declared himself k) be ^ *fully persuaded that he 
had struck his proper groove that ’he had decided to 
give up brasswork altogether. “ For if I can knock- 
off a ten-shilling song in less than one hour,” he said, 
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** I reckon that by working oi ly ten hours a day and 
six days a week to make £ 1^60 a year, and, as house- 
hold expenses, etc., are under £ 60 ^ the e is*no reasSn 
why I should not put by the ;^I500. In ten years, 
being only twenty-six at the present writing, this 
would 

But Campbell crushed the letter up and threw it in 
the fire. 

Three days, during which a musician arranged 
band-parts to the melody, rolled.^by ; then came an 
unexpecled letter from th^Southwark lyrist Opening 
wfth many apologies, it continudd : 

“ It galls uie like sin to admit it, but I am hungry and I 
now wish that I had thought twice before chuclypg u.p the brass- 
working which if only pborj^v naid is anyway morj certain than 
sandpapering comic songs. I been round twice to Mr Peacock, 
Brassfinisher, Longs Lane S.E., but he says you (I) was so 
mighty fast at going when I (he) had thirty gross of brass flange- 
cocks to finish that now '^ou (I) can what I would rather not 
repeat. Now sir, the sorrows of the poor are not your sorrows, 
nor th^ fact that wife is daily expecting confinement and not 
so much as a crust in the houbC, but if you could see your 
way to make that ten shillings twenty, which I hear is a 
shilling less than the usual price for the most commonplace 
songs, I should feel obliged. I must now draw to a close with 
good wishes for a favourable reply and trusting that you are 
also. ^ 

“Yours respectfully, " 

Though fully realising that he had acquiredT an 
incubus ajong with his cheap scfng, Campbell smothered 
the unworthy thought and his annoyance together, 
and sent his dresser for another ten-shilling postal-* 
order; but the effect was 1 not lost on the plotters. 
Two days later, therefore, |ne letter bearing ^e S.E. 
postmark for “ H. Campbell, Esq., T.R.D.L.,” was still 
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more distressful. The^reat comedian coughed un- 
easily as he opened it and read: 

“Poor soul 1 sTie had an awful time with something squirted 
up her arm to lower her pulse and me packed off to Harley 
Street, West fnd, for ;Pspecialist with onijr twopence in the wide 
world and the Blackfriars cai% stopped running at that. Grimaldi 
never said sk truer word than the laughter-maker wfts often th^ 
most miserable of all men, though that woald not be if laughter- • 
makers would aid each other. If you could spare one sovereign 
on account of publishing rights, etc., until after much-needed 
rest I am able to ^ * 

• • 

There ,was a shade of apnoyance op Campbdrs 
honest J>rn w and a njuttcred “ Damn the felloe I ” in 
Campbell’s usually good-natured vpice^as he crumpled 
up the jetteft^nd pulled out a sovereigp and some 
coppers in-order to respont^to t!iis last chll, signs, all 
of them, that warned the conspirators to prepare to 
strike the final blow. As the evening wore on, how- 
ever, Campbell’s^customary ui returned, so that 

the resolution was for a penultinfate rather than a 
determinating strike. By a roundly unanimous vote 
it came, in a black-edged envelope, too. 

“Pftn entirely fails to desciibe depth of ntisery in^ which I 
indite these few lines, the whole %^ide woild is now literary 
hell 

“ I s’pose he means ‘ literally,* but he’s right either 
W£y,” quoth Herbert, half aloud. 

.... I daresay you have guessed it befoje now. She has 
gone 1 Failure of the respirator/ organs quickened the sad end 
• of one whose life was utterly deroid of crime. In order to give 
her lifeless clay the last sad rites indec^t shape I have already 
parted with everything, but still shy of fifteen shillings on 
undertaker’s lowest estimate. ) If only you could see your 
way ” • 



1^6 


PITCHER IN PARADISE 


'*A11 righit, my boy, but ^ this is the very last 
timeK” cried the generous fellow, mildly desperate. 
“ William, another postal order wanted !,V ^ ^ 

But whilst this interesting correspondence had 
been going on, old. Time had bc^n steadily keeping 
step, and even Drury Lane pantomimes canpot run 
for ever. • In other words the notices ;were up, 
and Messrs Nicholas, Stevens and Slaughter had but 
one more card to play. Agreeing between themselves 
that their blue-^yed comrade had ,^stood it very well, 
they magnanimously decided to give him back his 
finr.l fifteen shillings, anj^ so, tvuo days lat^r still, it 
returm^d hi this form 

s* * 

“Mu 11. CamplVxi^'' S ir. — As you was probably not awaie 
when you poste<l enrlosed which arrived by loclc* post last 

night, poor Mr Pipewick pa%s^d away after much‘s suffering on 
second floor of above on Thuisday a.ni. at 8 a.m. As he leaves 
no issue only small bill for milk, wood etc., which heaven knows 
I don’t begrudge hirn^ J ’aim it diay to retarn your post order. 
With kind regards, yours obediently, Sarah Williams.” 

As the letter dropped from his hands on to his 
make-up box, Herbert Campbell gave a joyous shout 
that might almost have been heard in front. , 

“ Now then, boys — S<ons o* the Phoenix ! ” cried he, 
delightedly, “ you’re going to stay and take a ,bit of 
supper with me a^: the Albion to-night, all of you! 
Why? Why, because that blanked song-writer of 
mine is dead ,at last ! * 



CHAPTER Vr. 
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Why Frcddifr hadn’t shaved — Some lunatics th^ I have met — A 
favourite axiom of Shirley liroo**’ — The haiman at*the Majket 
IIouse-*Bob Noon, the Oxford Circus bookie -^os^ his reason 
over Star — Ajid is visited by two brotheis of his craft — 

A * madhouse *plunger — And one who, ^hrough jealousy, nearly 
justified —Death in tlie iron pot--A mad asparagus-grower — A 
-mad petitioner — The distraction of sprlling-lx;cs*^The tailor and 
the ‘ Squire’s ’ cottage — MythiJal^ millionaires— A solatium for 
Lord Rosebery — Moie sc^diers for the German Army— A lunatic 
leader-writer — The blufhng of George Griffiths- -A memory of a 
muider at Kentisli Town— •Of anothjjt^-^JKensington, and — Of a 
grimly pathetic incident which followed it. 

Two dozen of the liveliest men in London were 
gathering one night in poor Arthur de Vere Smith’s 
maisonette in Mccklcnburgh Street, and one of them 
brazenly sported the stubbles a beard of ‘two or 
three ^ays’ growth^ Av*d when the dainty little 
hostess, who was one of the best pfris that ever man 
had, noticed it, she reproved the unshorn one 
witff : , 

Why, I'reddie, yoi* haven't shaved tp-day ? ” 
“Shaved!” cried Freddi^, with th^ cheery scorn of 
Injured', but amazed,finnoc^nce, the while his wobbly 
right paw feebly strok^ the * offending bristles. 
“Well, seeing that they ^en hide the butter-knife 
when 1 turn up at the brWkfast table lest 1 should 
f37 
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try to cut my throat with it, y^u don’t suppose they’d 
trust me with a razor, do you ? ” 

Metaphysicians may, and probably ^jwill,* continue 
to differ until sheol is frozen ovrr as to the chief 
causes of insanity* in this coun^iry, but as meta- 
physicians are hopelessly encumbered by dur Masters 
•n LunacJ-, and as Masters in Lunacy t are but 
** barristers of not Ifcss than ten years’ standing,” neither 
the main, nor any ftther question is ever likely to be 
definitely settled*; meantime most the lunatics that 
have come nfy way haw taken the ‘dip’ route. 
Ddubtless excessive lov& making*; the cheap. cigarette, 
the opium pipe, the hypodermic syringe^^jaa^ no less 
effective, each accomplishing its work Without pomp 
or ostentatioa ; but ^Icohol — or alcohol^nd^bac^ing 
horses, mixed — never failf? to combine pundtuality and 
despatch. How strongly thi^ great truth was im- 
pressed upon our youthful ^ minds^ at No. 52 is 
illustrated by an incident which happened on a certain 
bright spring mofning when Peter Blobbs had just 
come up from Master’s place in Kent, and Shifter had 
returned from yachting in the Solent. Both were 
feeling absolutely fit — a bit above themselves, in f|Lct — 
and it ^as agreed in celebration of their joyousness 
that each should write ai> obi1;uary notice pf the 
other and pigeonhole it for future use. Blobbs set 
the pace by writing this of Shifter: 

** True to'the last to his favourite Strand, he lived to be 

revered by generations of the n|Ost brilliant men and ^omei? of 
the day, and his Seath at tho age of seventy-five, when his 
faculties were still, happily, unfmjiaired, ]|pas left an aching void in ’ 
Bohemia not easy to h& filled. jThe last sad obsequies will be 
performed at Brompton to-morrw.” 

Enclosing this in a pink envelope, Shirley placed it 
) 
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in his desk. Meanwhile Shifter had written this of 
Peter Blobbs; , 

^In this charming spot, surrounded by his affectionate wife 
and family, and all^he friends whom he had rendered happy 
through life, he spen^^he mellow autumn of his existence, and, 
passing ^awa^ at the age ,of eighty-three, exemplified 13y the 
universal ^rief of the nation the fact that the huimm intellect is 
second to no other agency in arousing ^the sympathies of 
fellow men. V?’estminster»Abbey wf)uld be a fitting honour for 
the remains of one who may well be described as the wit of his 
day.” • 

Then they went off to Innch with Itie bays of the 
Scots Guards on eftty at the Tower, ^Itimately^ re- 
turnin<> the old Spooferies at about 2 a.m. with 
p;raphic accoiAi^s of the place whore Herod smothered 
thfiJbab^s in iue wood, the Shot^Tower, the Half-Shot 
Tower, anti the Tater’s Gatfe.’^nd generally in such a 
condition that it was ‘apparent to all that, whatever 
interesting objecJ:s of antiquity they had seen, nothing 
could have been much older* t'lian the Pommery. 
After which, Shifter piloted a sblect party around 
Covent Garden, which he considered particularly his 
own by right of discovery, not so much of the garden 
itself as of the fact that the Market House Tavern 
opened two hours after midnight and dispeftsed the 
hotte^. of Mocha poffee* and the most pungent of 
West Indian rum, which, taken togtther, put a man in 
the best possible vein to go and buy cut flowers^ at 
auction until breakfast time. , 

•Later in the day Pettr dropped into.the office, and, 
destroying the obituary noJ|tce of his comrade which re- 
posed in the pink ejivelonje, substituted the following : 

** Ruined alike in character, fortune, and health, whatever 

glimmerings of talent he had dyplkyed were quenched in alcohol 
at an early date. It is notorious that of late years he had lived 
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enlirely on the small sums which hp borrowed from inebriate 
visitors St disreputable restaurants, and, perishing at the age of 
thirty-three, he points a moral without adorning a Jale. . Th'5 
funeral expenses will be defrayed by subscripiiion among the 
female choristers of the Gaiety Theatre.” 

0' 

Shifter, dropping into the offke still later in the day 
^nd findingUhe above lying open on Shirleys desk, 
Us promptly revised /its obituary; : e 

** It is sad to relate that this somewhat promising young 

man died in abject want, the coroner attributing his untimely end 
. to dissipation and excess. At the suggestion of the foreman, the 
Jury generously handed their fees to the wretched female who 
was the sole witness, and who appeared, to feel her igrpgninious 
position acutely. A fund is being raised for *'ic interment, but 
latest advices go to show that the expense will be, undertaken by 
the parochial authorities.” • 

It was an oft-repeated axiom of Shirley^s that all 
the world was mad, those mortals being the maddest, 
indeed, who did not know or would not acknowledge 
it, and the daily tally of idiotic things done by 
reputedly sane people warrants the suspicion that 
they must surely have gone wool-gathering. The 
news came along in the black hours of one early 
morning — heaven only knows /tow it came, but ill 
news travels mysteriously — that the head barn\an of 
the very tavern I have spoken of, had developed 
extraordinary symptoms, 

“ He has gone clean off his rocker,” said the har- 
binger, “ and is not only serving the market-men with 
anything tliey chbose to caf' for, but is giving change 
out of nothing, as well, Uc . up apd have a look at 
him.” If 

And a most extraordinary sight it was. The bar 
literally swarmed with gre'edy, struggling market- 
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porters all crying out one against the other for ' goes ’ 
c^coflfee. and^gin, pints of mild and bitter, sausages 
and pickles, and whatever else was in sight. And loud 
above the hum ofXdl the ‘orders ’ was the oft-repeated 
yell o^ “/yer, where's my change?” so that* the 
peccant paws of the demented potman were never <5,^, 
the taps save; when the^ werejn the till. In the end^ 
he bolted for the cellars, where the police found him, 
barking like a dog and butting his iiead against the 
barrels. • , 

A less,unpleasant*lunatic pf my acquaintance ^as 
an old chap named Kjcibert Noorf, who until fwb years 
ago used to miake a little forty or#fift\j pound book at 
QxfQrd»Cirrus. In his case imbecility Sirpse from 
overlaying*— by which I not infef attempted 
infanticide on Bob’s nnothcr’s part. Bob simply 
overlaid his book, from tens down to fours, against 
Australian Star for the City and ^Tiburban, and when 
the news that the big black V^lcr had won in a 
canter by half a dozen lengths reached London, old 
Bob went up into the hayloft in one act. He had 
been going wrong all that well-remcmbcred afternoon. 
They’d backed the Ita filly with him* for tho Betch- 
worth stakes, and when* College Queen rolled up in 
the T^adworth it was no more gopd to him than a 
stomachache. As in his mind’s eye he saw his 
balSRce melt he began to act queerly, ^nd to attract 
th^ passing attcntion/)f the promenadipg coppers, but 
when the result of the Wg event •arrive*d, and he 
attempted to disr^e in/ public at the corner of 
Margaret Street, tne fijrod-point man came up and 
pinched him without more ado. 

They stowed old Robert Noon away, babbling, 
not of green fields, but ^of “ ten-blow-up-and-down,” 
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and ***any-to-come;all-on/* in a large and beautiful 
lunatic asylum where the scent of the n^g^-mown* h JJr 
and the dog-roses came in at the o^jn windows like 
a breath from Paradise, and w^\ere the beautiful 
yourfg nurses and the equally fair young doctors 
«ang evensongs at sunset, and then went to bed early 
to read SchopenhaOer and othqr good books by the 
light of a candle placed on the medicine cupboard at 
the bed-head — a* least, so I am tolJ. In any case 
it is far pleasaliter to believe (as I do) that harsh 
measures are <cntirely abolished fn these institutions, 
and tha't gentleness and kindness only are ej?a^loyed 
in restraining the poor wanderer wit!' Ihe perennial 
light of thJn},oon in Jiis eyes, and the soul that bps 
to have a paperweight put 'on it every time a breeze 
springs up. 

Under these tranejuil conditions^ Bob’s mental 
plight could not heip improving, and it was not long 
before he was able to than.c the doctor for his 
morning visits and report that the flea he slept with 
seemed gentler. He also added, in the nicely-turned 
phrase generally employed by the retiring pugilist 
who is -taking a roadside pub, that he would be 
“ pleased to see all old and new friends when Jn the 
neighbourhood.” On this perfectly reasonable request 
being transmitted by letter to one of the leading 
lights of Tatt<?rsairs Ring, two of the smaller ready- 
money fry whp may prefer toaremain unindicated, 
volunteered to gd down to Uie asylum in Surrey and 
shed a little of the sunshine of ^Id friendship over 
the lunie’s gloom. ^ v 

And how strangely docile and out-of-place old 
Bob did look to his visitors, Standing there between his 
ears, and clad, as they had never seen him before, 

< V 
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in a blue cotton dressing-gown! But he waS still 
ol<^Bob *Noqn, sure enough, for when, for want of 
knowing bett^, ^he embarrassed pair blurted out 
some joint expre^ons of sympathy, the old fielder 
of Oxford Circus gWwe^ with the old-time zeal, 'and 
cried : , • ^ 

“You ain’t ^ot no call to feel soA-y for me, cullies 
they’re all backers of 'orses in 'ere ; they punts in 
grub, an’ cigarettes, an’ fruit, an’ alk sorts o’ things, 
and I’m over-round on the book every»race^ Which 
reminds q[ie ! The «ld blokg^in the end cubicle oter 
there is a dead plur^ger, an* tc^day he’s gSt'^me in 
a bit of a ta;?gj|p. He had a si^et Rumplin’ on the 
first winder at eleven to eight on, an’ I’lp jiggered if 
I can Sgger out just whaft^ I^e got to •{)ay him ! ” 
The greeting of the «South Sea Islanders is the 
rattling of a whale-tooth necklace, and the Otaheite 
Islanders tightl/ twist 'each oluu^s shirt tails; but 
for rugged warmth and sincerity rfbthing could have 
exceeded the spontaneity with which the two good 
men from Tatt’s gripped their old chum’s fists, for it 
was abundantly clear to them that he was becoming 
himsfelf again. ^ * • 

There was another lo^Hy turfite, a contemporary of 
old Robert Noon’s, though a far Igss honourable in- 
dividual, who was driven nearly over reason’s boundary 
by A'J^ne jealousy, but who r5cogniscd^ the truth ?n 
tinje and pulled up.^ d"rom prudent reasons I will 
refer to* this hero simply ^ Bill ; and Bill had got, 
stowed away somewhere, a JcAjpIe of thousand pounds, 
all made by rampAg anfi welshing, when he took 
unto himself a third wife, a young woman nearly forty 
years his junior. If one n^y doubt the wisdom, one 
can but admire the p^ck that prompts such a 
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proceeding. As to the decency of it, why, a fellow has 
no time to waste on squeamishness at ^ixty 1 J0jp4y 
the other day there was laid to r^t a certain dear 
old warrior, who, like Bill, espou^d a third partner, 
and that at an unseemly early, date after flie passing 
. ^ his second. His friends remonstrated yith him 
♦warmly, saying, “Surel]^ you will wait ajktle longer ; 
it is only three weeks since poor dear Maria was 
taken.” “True, <true,” he replied ij;’ all good faith, 
though w]th natural resentment of one who has 
'a perfect defence to ofi^r, “but«you see, wjien poor 
dear Maila was dead I had dope with her.”^ 

To an ex-fighting man I was indel^tjed for William’s 
story, anrk in including it in these memories 1 feel 
that it woukl be a pity to rob it of the distinctive 
diction in which it was poured out to me. 

“ They hadn’t been married much morc’n a month,” 
said my narrator, Bill was foot enough to take 

a little furnished villa at Thames Ditton so as to 
’ sorter blend the missis’s honeymoon with the 
Kempton, Sandowm an’ ’Urst Park meetin’s all failin’ 
' about that time. No ordinary racin’ man can go 
a-pilotin’ petticoats to pacin’ centres without burfipin’ 

* up'against somethink out o’ the ordinary occasionally, 
but on the day Jhat Bill’s nerv'es got the knock it 
was arranged for the missis to stop at home an’ cook 
thb bit o’ dinner aga?nst Bill got back from Urst 
Park at six o’clock, an’, by the, ^ame token, I rcc’leyt 
it happens on a Friday.* Afore Bill starts* off he 

* app’ints dinner for six o’tlc^k, bites his missus in the 
mouth like as he was proudl to the privilege, an’ 
goes down the road like a human cyclone. ,He felt 
as he was aheadin' straighj for supremacy, and was 
agoin’ the limit or about ig bust a hamstring, but 



PITCHER IN PARADISE 


>45 


irrived on the course his arrogance Received a bft of 
i clh<:k* 1'he i^ry fust thing as he claps eyes on 
s a gentlemanly as he remembered he’d ‘ w’d * 

it Epsom, right bacRs^ the City an' Suburban week, 
when *ope was young sind Survivor considered a pincli. 
Well, this cove is a-talkin* to old Bob MoGdy, the^ 
Jockey Club janitor, lik^ sixty,, an’ *6111 clearly sees 
that its useless for him to think of “goin’ into Tatt’s 
to-day. For a tirrto he ’angs about outside, but as 
you well knov, it’s no ‘class* outsider no class ’ 
whatever, av’ only likefy to go against him in futurfi 
operations, so he decided to call ft a blank day an’ 
wander home qoistly to the villa fro dinner, takin’ a 
two on the way. ^ \ 

“ Bill even'cually reaches hofh^ but — his n^issis ain’t 
there 1 For a minute or ‘two he can ’ardly believe it. 
He goes to the stairs an’ calls up ‘ Lou, Lou ! ’ but 
on’y the echo of his own voice answers him. She’s 
gone ! To confirm his worst suspicions he goes up 
to the little front bedroom with its clematis and 
virginny creeper a-growin’ all over the winders, but 
her ’at’s gone, an’ her feather boa, an’ her gloves — oh, 
indeed he takes it for granted as she’s flown ptoper. 
*To ’ell ^ with the lot ^of ’em, they’re all alike, from 
Jezebel down’ards ! ’ he cries in his i^age, ‘ though I 
reely think different of Lou. Well, this cops the^ 
curranty ! ' * , 

“ At all such times a • man generally, does some 
pretty active thinkin*, an’ yc/a can bet^your soul old 
Bill was a-calculatin^ hard.* To stave off brain- 
founderin’ he puts on his ^at, an’ ‘goes up the road 
to ‘The Angler of the Mole,' a decent little house 
kep’ by an old chap as usejd to play the cornet on 
the Ampton Court boats ii/^the days when they was 

10 
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doin’, big, an* he has forty ’ard thinks. At last he 
utterly gets his thinker out of whack an’ ^oes bapk 
to the villa; but, of course, he carv’C settle down. 
Three — four — five times he gets u^, an' goes back to 
‘ The Angler,* each time a-doir a couple o’ long 
drinks to drown his ugly thoughts. I reckon if his 
, missis had ha’ turned the corner with a parrymoor 
just as old Bill >yas returnin’ from 'One o’ them 
alcoholic excursions he’d ha’ pounded the pair of ’em 
into a shapeless mass that couldn’t even ha’ been 
photographed for the JP'lice Nmfs. P*inally he gets 
a bit leg'Weary, an’ pone the better for airthe syrup 
he’d had. He draws a wooden cheer afront o’ the 
kitchen fire an’ sits down for his seventy-fifth think. 
As he sillies Into the-clje€;r and gazes vaca,ntly"^'t me 
kitchener in front of him, his stare rests on a big iron 
saucepan, the lid o’ which is agitated by somethink 
what’s within, an^ kr^fips on a-rattlm’ like a pair of 
Oldham clogs on^. a tin roof. Bill thinks shall he 
murder her if ever she returns ; then, growin’ maudlin, 
he says to himself, * If the great King Solomon, 
cracked up as the ’bodiment o’ wisdom, was a-tellin’ 
the truth when he said as he couldn't fathom the way 
of a man with a maid, lordlummy ! where would he 
ha’ been if he’d ha’ tried to tackle the ways o’ liiodern 
men with married wimmin!’ As all this trouble is 
a*?runnin’ through his onind the lid o’ the sa:r*“pan 

raises itself about two inches, an’ a livin’ ’ead looks 

out ! It’s a duU grey in colour, an’ about the size' of 
a dorg’s; but its teeth is 'dong an’ clinched together 
an’ its eyes is wide open an’^Jilooddiot. ‘Gordstrooth I’ 
shouts Bill, a-jumpin’ up like as if a battalion of 
’omets 'ad suddenly emerged from a knot ’ole in the 
wooden cheer, ‘whatever (was it?* But the lid’s 
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shut down again ; the vision's gone, an’ with so much 
any^ty oj other sorts on his mind,*old Bill begins to 
think o' the bi^^ouble again. Till two hours ago 
he would ha’ stakeO* his little wad on Lou, which on’y 
shows you what a m^lg’s^ame plungin’ is. Certainly 
he’d lost l^r now, but the bets hadn’t gonowith the 
stakes, which | was some sort of consolation. An5 
what if he should meet her in tfie fwture ? Should he 
‘ put her through %it * ? He had scarcely framed the 
thought when the lid of the saucepan rose a^ain, and 
the ’ideous 'ead, with# its greeif-shankcd* teeth an’ its 
bleary eyes, grinned oujt at ’im agewn I Old Biu*shook 
like an ashpan Jeaf, as the sayin’ i^. He grabbed up 
the poke,f to aim a blow at the thin^, V.yt, as if 
satisfied at#’avin’ skeered hkn,#it*went dovfn again of 
its own accord an’ the Jid fell shut. Bill got up an' 
walked out to the little garding gate. 

“ An’ who shoiAd come round tht corner alt that 
minute, but Lou ! Bill’s own little*missis, an’ lookin’ 
as sweet as Maud Muller ’erself ! She was a-carryin* 
a little basket on her arm with a couple o’ pound o’ 
kidney pertaters, an’ a lettuce, an’ a vegetable marrer 
in it • ‘ Oh lor, Bill,* says she she Come up, ‘ I’m 
reely fit to drop. I declare I’ve ’ad to walk arf way 
•to Surfiiton to find a decent greei^rocer’s, but I’d 
determined to get you a marrer, knowin 'ow fond you 
was i^ji *’em. By the way, whal brings ^er 'ome a% 
ear^y as this ? ' Bill turped his 'ead away, for he felt 
ashamed* of 'isself. * An’ to, think,’ as lie said to me 
arter wards, ‘as I’d arraigned ’er an’ tried 'er an’ 
without judge or jiry, found 'er guilty, an* damn 
near sentenced 'er to death — all in *er absence!* 
Anyway he didn't make 'er no answer till they got 
indoors, an* then he told 'ei^as he'd saw a party as he 
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didn't Vanter see, so he thought as he'd come 'ome 
'n keep 'er company. At that she kissed 
goin’ 'crost the room to the dresser, slp'mkes up three 
or four rashers o* streaky bacon, y* An’ what’s the 
bacon for, my gal ? ’ asks old Kll, obsertrin ^f ’er. 
‘For dinner; Bill,’ says she. ‘What, fried or toasted?’ 
dsks Bill. ‘ Nyethft-, b^t stewgd with th^ rest,' says 
she ; and with that 5he goes towards the stove. Bill 
pipes 'er off an’ stampedes after her^crost the room 
like a wounded4)uffylow. He grasps ’er by the arm, 
jest' as she’s about to pull off the^aucepan-lid, an’ he 
shouts out ‘ No — no~no, I sayJ Don’t touch that 
there lid, for G^wd’« sake!* ‘Why, Bill,’ says she, 
turnin’ as 'vhite as a sheet, ‘ whatever is the ri^tter 
‘ I dunno what the ’ell ^t ^>,’ says the old nnan, still 
’oldin* ’er back from the stovej * but there’s a ’ungry 
apparitipn o’ some kind in that saucepan that ain’t 
human. It looks me like a dragon with the tape- 
worm, but, take mjF tip, pile some more wood on the 
fire an’ boil the blighter to bits ! ' Lor 1 how she did 
laugh as she give old Bill a playful slap on the cheek 
an’ then shook 'erself free. ‘ Bill, Bill, Bill 1 ’ cries 
she, in a wom*an’s wheedlin’ way, ‘I really dicin’t 
take you for such a baby!' Then she lifted the 
lid — what ho! I Why,’ says she, ‘I do declare 
you’ve been a-settin’ there an’ let this saucepan eghop, 
instead o’ simpler, an’~this beautiful Ostend r35BSt’s 
nearly boiled tg rags. No wondgr the lid jumped i*p 
an’ — well f never, I forgot ip take its eyes out K Old 
Bill said he felt a bit small as he went back to 
‘The Angler' for a gin-ah'-bittCTS while she laid 
the cloth, but he didn’t mind that 'cos he was so 
'appyl" . 

Of the total of the goocr^souls who have been at 
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one time and another «what I may term affiliated Pink 
’Un’s, and who, from other causes than drink, have 
L o^6mc* inrri^es of private asylums and licensed 
homes, I scarcei/ dare to think. There was one poor 
chap who went ''razy because 'he could not raise 
asparagus like the^ pictures in the seedsmen’s 'cata- 
logues, and, in the same retreat, was an’old gentle- 
man with-* Whom Shifter us^d td spend many lucfd 
afternoons, who had become cracTcbrained from study- 
ing cosines. Ii you had been visiting the asparagus 
man he would ask you as you took yl5lir leave, if you 
were going straight ^home. •Cfpon receiving an arftiwer 
in the affirmative he would produce from under his 
bed a halfpeiin^' bundle of firewood, pne end of which 
was ”'?apped in blue tissue pappr, and thus, would be, 
“A littld bundle of gras^oi'^ my own growing, as a 
present to your wife*’; whilst Shifter’s friend would 
invariably entrust him with the delivery of petition 
to the Lord Chancellor. Punctuation was one of this 
amiable old gentleman’s crotchets, and almost every 
word in his petitions was followed by either a comma, 
a semi-colon, or a note of interrogation. He also 
created the immortal adjective which^ lends distinction 
to his otherwise commonplace sentence : • ^ 

" Writhing 1 , under ;* the burden — of this ;, Billings- 

gaterian?, abuse ” •» 

Willie indignantly avowed, genius alone, not 
lunacy, could evolve ‘ Billingsgatcrian,* 

• That our own little'circle of idlers contributed more 
than (kie ‘ case ’ during the spelling-bee craze of seven- ^ 
teen years ago wa^ as natural a consequence as the 
oak tree is of the planted acorn, the greatest pity being 
that both our candidates had been public school boys 
and both were remedyinjj the defects of that form of 
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educgition by becoming expert orthographists. Much 
other useful knowledge they were acquiring, too.^ For 
instance, the spelling class being a^ed at a iStle 
laden with the best of liquor ana tobacco that the 
chqsen restaurant of the mom^t could. supply, the 
gentleman who had lost tlfe last ‘life’ — s5y Kim 
Mandeville, since he was an ardent votary of the game 
— would begin with : 

“ L.” 

“ Small 1,” follbwed the man from Tjorgonzola Hall, 
who was' privately knqwn to be jirdently interested at 
the moment in a dapciset from Cambria. * 

“ A,” put in old Major Bob, h(fving previously roared 
at his predccesoor, ' I hope you’re ntft felying on any 
damned Welsh word, because I’m not ! ” ^ 

“ M,” bleated Shifter. 

“ Really — er — dontcherknow — er,” objected the gilt- 
edged novice who had just been ma^le a member, “ I 
really, ’pon my soul, must challenge.” 

“ Llamiter is the word,” observed Willie, quietly, 
“ an acolyte in the Greek Church.” Instantly Peter 
Blobbs, who was the next man, said that it was quite 
right, as he hirpself had a second cousin, a Russian, 
who was a Llamiter ; Sind F^t George, arriving oppor- 
tunely and mixing it all up with lampreys, sakl that 
Llamiters were hfe favourite supper when in season ; 
ir\deed the fishmonger ^t Charing Cross had st''nding 
orders to set aside for him the first creel of Llamiters 
that cam^ into the market ; *vrtiile Kim Mandeville 
guessed he’d shoot glas| balls against any tlamiter 
breathing ; and the major, gi|pwing reminiscent, 
remarked that when Llamiter won the Derby ,he 
must have been at least a ten-year-old ; and the man 
from Gorgonzola Hall swo^ that it was like finding 
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Tioney to pick up all the Llamiters A that were to be 
lad ^t 2f before the closing of bear accounts. 

’’'With so li^Mch weight against him, the neophyte 
simply marvelled at his own lack of knowledge and 
paid up like a brick — though, to be sure, one of his 
sort did stand out niosl obstinately on one occasion, 
when Pol Stephens, being stuck with ** E, a, g, 1 — 
added * o,* a'fid then swore “ by Aaron’s rod ” that ‘ eaglo- 
meter ’ was “ a Y^ll-known instrument used in measur- 
ing the wings of e agles ” ! 

It was about this Jtime that j-he late George Alexan-. 
der Baird, whose noin de course^ ‘"Mr Abington,’ 
nearly sent a Bond Street tailor off his nut by the loan 
of his cottage at Newmarket. Th‘e man of pantaloons 
and piomissory-notes was rccove-ing from a long illness 
and yearned to recuperate m a bracing atmosphere — 
than which none that I know of can surpass that of 
Newmarket. “J^ack up and go down this very after- 
noon,” said the good-natured squire, “ and I will send 
a wire from Vigo Street telling my servants to treat 
you precisely as they would treat me.” And the 
tailor wheezed out his thanks. Arriving at £he 
cottage not later than ten o’clock that night, he quite 
scared the housekeeper \)y expressing a desire to gp to 
bed, but the good 3 oul, recovering herself, said that 
she would “ send out for ’em,” and before the tailor had 
solv^^ the problem he found himself engaged iq a 
playful rough-and-tumble boxing match with a couple 
of professional pugili^jts, from whom he was eventually 
rescued by a brace of ringside roughs who rudely 
pulled all his clotlj^s off, and tore off his boots, and 
carried him upstairs to bed by tfie head and the heels. 
Nor was this all, for when he rang his bedroom bell in 
the morning to demand ap explanation, the same two 
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men appeared, and, after forcing him to partake 
of a mahogany-hued branay-and-milk, thrust him 
into breeches sftid gaiters and boje him ^ to 
the bare, bleak Heath to ride racehorse in a 
trial. , 

•The worship of the goldei\ c^f is a pofent^factor in 
mental iiyesponsibility, too, and the keeper pf a certain 
Ticensed retreat jivhich stands within ta mile of the 
starting-post at Kempton Park, had lately (and may 
have still) two souls with but a#single crux — the 
mythical possession of countless millions. The first, 
the gen'tlenvin in th« blue roctn at the ^nd of the 
ground floor passage, never aljowed his cheque-book 
to go out of his hands, nor his elbow fo stir from his 
writing-tafole. * Pinkish cheques were his,% properly 
stamped, perforated ♦nd bound in book form, and 
costing his family perhaps fwe shillings a thousand. 

** What has been going on in the world to-day ? ” he 
would* ask of hiavisitor or his attendant, and the latter 
(for preference) would answer, “ Why, Mr Gubbin*s 
Gal tee More has beaten Lord Rosebery’s Velasquez 
fpr the Derby.” “ Dear me ! ” the madman would 
exclaim. “And have you any reason to think that* 
Lord Rosebery needed the money?” Not a*doubt 
of it, my dear sir,” the custodian would reply ; “ and 
what is more, I hear to-night that Cork Street won’t* 
look at his lordship’s paper unless he can ^et the 
r>ames of all three of his brothers-in-law ‘on it!” 

“ Then,” the'lunie would say bravely, “ I will certainly 
send the poor gentleman a million. A sheet, of note- 
paper, please.” And h^ would write : 

“ My Dear Lord Rosebery,— I sympathise with you most 
sincerely upon the defeat of your splendid horse, Velasquez, to- 
day, but be of good heart, for, despite the supine attacks of Dr 
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Parker of the City Temple and the vituperative abuse of Mr W. 
T. Stead- • 

“ * Whose native cheek, whereP&cts are weak, 
triumph brings him through 1 ’ 

the great British Public adores a horse- racing Prime Minister, 
and I tru^ that you soon return to Power. Meantime I 
beg tlfe honour of your acceptance of the enclosed^cheque for one 



“Anything else?” he would •enquire as he sealed* 
Lord Rosebef/ s envelope, and tlv5 wily gaoler, after 
gazing all round the ceiling to g»in l^me, would 
answer, Why, yes* sir, duryig a bit of a breeze fn tlTe 
German Reichstag, Count voiT Biilow has declared 
that Germapy^s only secure pjedgp of peace is in 
increasing her present military strength. * “ Aye, the 
voice is* Bulow’s, but the*wc^(fs are thcf Emperor's ! ” 
the poor gentleman would exclaim ; “ but / will buy 
him some more soldiers ; five million pounds’ worth ! ” 
So a cheque fbr five millions, wfth a suitable note, 
would be addressed to Berlin. Mere thousands he 
handed out /like handbills, and drafts for single 
hundreds were offered to metropolitan magistrates, 
for their poor-boxes, in the same spirit of surprised 
huhnility that led Lord Cour^nay to* exclaim, on see- 
ing a friend give a cro^n to some nigger-minstrels on 
a racecourse, “ What ! Will they*take silver} ” 

As soon as the warder considered that his charge 
had taken enough manual bxercise he would rfiake 
the discovery that ^ib was post time,^ and, putting all 
the litters in a basket, and the basket, with much 
labour, on his shoulders,* would disappear with it* 
But, once outside the blue-room door, his journey was 
a short one. At the other end of the passage was the 
pink room, and in it sat a gentleman with dark 
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streaming hair and a complexion like winter sunshine 
falling on a snow-ibank. He had once been a^ flpwery 
leader-writer on a great daily newsg^r, and a ^rik- 
ing photograph of himself, taken between literary 
pan^s, adorned the wall. He talked rapidly, and 
some of the expressions embr&c^ in his lurid ^rocabu- 
l?-y were,*to put it mildly, startling ; but the postmaji 
had been in the police fcnd wa* therefore familiar with 
the nature of an oath. “Aha, at* to/!” this poor 
creature would cty, as the letters from the blue room 
^ were poured dht upon ^he table, jind he began to slit 
the envelopesVith a paper-knife, “ I was beginning to 
fear that the postman was neveif coming ! And what 
have we here — ah, rftoney, curse it, mon^y, and nothing 
but money ! • How I# wish somebody would Sun me, 
just for a cfiange. However, thanks to the judicious 
investments of my youth, I \iave money to burn ! 
money to lancinate ! money to teai^ into strips — ha- 
ha!” And, in about a brace of shakes, the whole 
apartment would be littered by the fragments of the 
monstrous cheques. I wonder if the blue room runs 
the pink room still ! « 

I have never^had the moral courage, or the ‘ fjont,^ 
to , tell a dun that he* was ijiad, but it would have 
broken no new ground to have done so, fo», two 
winters ago, whilst a great many bookies, probably 
faj less solvent than h^ were dodging the chill)»blasts 
and pea-soup skies of January in southern climes, old 
George Griffiths, the Safe IVfaft, was to be found 
patrolling the Strand op the slender off-chance of 
falling across a stray defaulter and raking in ‘ a bit of 
the old.* Maybe hb remembered how Dick Dupn 
once hobbled out into his orchard at Norbiton in his 
gout boots to inspect the yrreck of a balloon which 



PITCHER IN PARADISE 


*55 


[lad just struck the grdlind at a twenty-mile ga^:, and 
instantly recognised among the unoonscious aeronauts 
a Jhap who <i«\d unostentatiously retired from flat- 
racing owing him forty-seven over Crowberry. For 
George, like almost any other man of robust body, 
broad ^ind, and keen Observation who has taken the 
thick with the clear on our British racecourses /or 
upwards of^iorty years* is a sirange mixture of hope, 
and humour, aij^ pathos — in short, a philosopher. I 
came across, him as he wa^ returniri^ from Plumpton 
with a severe chill— ^o intense Jndeed,*at tlte back o£ 
the neck*that he did not disdain ^my invitation to* try 
whisky on it ; “ albefl: ” (as the best turf-writers say) it 
may be quitb ^vrong of me tef me«tio» so purely 
personal ^a matter. # # ^ * 

Did I know a certain Captain Leigh- rfaynes? 

Aye ! that I did riglit well, and long life to him, for 
it would take a ^hilling day and nothing less than the 
proclamation of universal peace with Tattersall’s to 
compel his surrender. 

“You seem to have his measure with some exact- 
•ness,” observed old George, quietly. “ He lives that 
Truih may die; but let me tell yoi^ ’bout how he’s 
played hookum-sniwy.with ^ne\ As I al^^^ays told, 
my partner, Phil Goode, he’s a ‘ snapper ’ ; that’s what 
he is, a ‘ snapper.’ You mayn’t trfhet him racing for 
weekr^together, but as sure %s you lower your gu^rd 
and pipe out ‘ Field a pony I ’ he’ll spring up out o’ 
tfie earth at your vefy feet with ‘ Yes,*w^l ’ and then 
he’s away across the ring be/ore you’ve time to shout 
‘ No bet ! * He pyt this gag on us for a tenner over 
a, winner at Plumpton in June, and my partner, Phil, 
didn’t get half mad about it! Personally, I didn’t 
mind the tenner so much as I deplored his having 
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got on to tne book ; and I ^ish he*d ha* drawn his 
tenrfer and gone away with it, but he left it down, 
and, before the day was out he — owecj us slxty-(ive ! ** 

I had, I must admit, some difficulty in suppressing 
a yawn. • 

** I dessay,** old George •coTitinued, noticing my 
apathy, ** this part o* the story bears a strong family 
likeness to something.you m§y have he^rd before, but 
presently the play diverges, the plot expands. On 
the following day, which was Saturday, he crowded 
his bad„luck for another ^ twenty-six, making ninety- 
oi.e in all, fot which 1 dropped him a polite note on 
the Sunday to the club of which he claimed to be a 
member. ^ But he- vouchsafed us jio reply. Many 
moons have paled and waned since then, but this very 
afternoon, at Plumpt(in, I ran right slap up against 
him I Our surprise might have been mutual if his 
had been sincere ; but while I gently detained him 
with my right wnile my left went inside the breast of 
my coat in search of my settling-book, he tried to 
freeze my marrow with a stony glare. ‘ Parding the 
intrusion, capting,* I began, mincingly, ‘ but there’s a 
little outstanding account of ninety-one o’ the best ’ 
that L should* like tQ direct your attention to.^ He 
made a gentle stall to shy. M;ji atte.^tion ? * s^id he, 
incredulously. ‘ Why, what’s it for ? ’ ‘ Debts incurred 
by backin’ horses at this very identical me^^ing as 
Idng ago as^ last June, capting,* said I, rather more 
severely, as I jjulled out the reel ledger ; ‘ let me give 
you the ftames ot the animals.* ‘Oh, tut-tut, good 
fellow 1 ’ cried he, putting on an amused look just as 
though he hadn’t been on earth siLce the year o’ the 
big wind, ‘ why, I never set foot on this course in my 
life before this morning, and only came then in order 
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to see what sort of a place it was that Pratt’s »had 
taken 'up!. You are dreaming, old man — dreaming', 
yet s*iay, that * curiously comical head — that odd 
light in the eyes — yes, yes it is, I»see it all — come, 
tell me,^ old fellow, are the crops looking Hn 
Mars}'"' « • 

It was th^«biggest bluff the ol(> Safe Man had 
steered up against, but *he tooTk Ws physic bravely. 
“ For once I wa? outpointed^* he ov^ed with some 
humility, “but — lordlummj;, don't the •‘heads’ get 
hot?** . ' . - . 

From madness to murder is but a very short 
step, and the penultimate note pf the few from 
which I ivrite this chapter takes the form of a cut- 
TThg from Ihe Daily Mail of Jifly 15th, *1898, which 


Captain King, fonn#rly in tke Berkshire Yepmanry, and. living 
at 28 Pont Street, S.W., was seized with illness while in a hansom 
cab in Piccadilly yesterday afternoon, and died on reaching the 
Berkeley Hotel. 

^ And I reproduce it here for the reason that poor King 
and I* were once jointly suspec^pd, if dnly for. a few 
hours, of bein^ concerned in the commission of a 
double mur^etf ’ . 

Augustus Wallis King was a slight, good-looking 
man, rather below the middle lieight, with fair hait 
and a complexion likp .that of a wax doll. He was 
very ricln kept up a country house in Worcestershire 
and another in Wales ; but his hobby was driving and 
horse-dealing, and ciad he been .born the son of a 
livery-stable keeper instead of a gentleman, he would 
certainly have hdd his own in the business. He was 
not criven to dissipation, and even when on pleasure 
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bent Jie, like John Gilpin, had a frugal mind. It 
generally happens* that a young man who inherits a 
vast fortune speedily becomes entangled witfi a 
woman, or, if his tastes do not happen to lie in that 
direction, his male companion^ cf^ntrive to' ste^r him 
up against^a racing ‘coup,’ or a little game at, cards in 
wlftch they are not whojly disinterested. But to the 
best of my knowledge and belief King steered clear 
of all this sort of Jhing, wljichjs all tne more remark- 
able since his; favourite lunching place and almost 
-his ^nly resort for al^ occasions peg wa^ a well- 
known bar where the chevalier^ are always strongly 
in evidence. All this, however, is beside the 
point. r 

King and i had \jCun for a ^ongish drive on tne"‘ 
Great North Road one day, and the gathering shades 
of night found us at the ‘Jack Straw’s Castle’ on 
Hampstead Heafeh. Had King been a coachman 
who bustled his cattle we should have been back in 
town discussing grilled pig’s-feet at the Criterion 
probably — but he was always most regardful of the 
comforts of his horses and never upset them however^ 
urgent the occasion. There was not much moonlight 
^when we started, but it was a very pjeasant night, 
and no road that I am acquainted w>.h^ could be 
prettier under such circumstances than that by which 
the^ descent into St John’s Wood is made. The planes 
and beeches, j[junctuated here aqd there by a sombivs 
sycamore, ^Imo'st hid the old-fashioned gabled .houses 
on either side of the road,‘and everything was so quiet 
that we might have t)een enteringt*a hamlet of the 
dead. Presently there came an unwelcome change 
in the regular ‘ click click ’ ot our horses* shoes, and, 
remarking that he thought that th^e mare had picked 
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u^^ a loose stone, King* pulled in near the kerbstone 
on the off-side. * 

had halited at the corner of a road that seemed 
to shun investigation by curving , round abruptly to 
the left, and King got down to ascertain the nature 
of the *m^re’s mishap. It turned out thaj she had 
picked up a t^t of flint, the sharp e<jges of which hKd^ 
bruised and Scut her frog rathA ba/ily. I must needs 
get down, too, V»*lQok at the injured foot, and, as I 
stood there vdth the mare s pastern in ^y hand and 
my chum bending i%ver rne, thjere came i straijge, 
noise froni the thoroughfare at the back of us that 
caused us both to pause and listen. It sounded like 
a heavy 4)ody failing on a heap of* stoifes ;'but as no 
••jr^llowed the th^ — s\jchyiis one-'njight have 
expected to hear had it, been a person stumbling by 
accident or a drunkard coming a cropper — we paid 
no further attention to it I re-mou^^ted the phaeton, 
and King followed me, just as a police-constable, who 
came strolling up the hill in rubber boots, but seemed 
to us to spring literally out of the earth itself, halted in 
Sis rounds and wished us good-night. 

Almost before I was out of bed on the following 
morning, my lofty and but half-furnished rooms re- 
echoed the rp,fjunding double-knock of the telegraph 
boy, wh(f»bi ought a wire from King*lo this effect : 

We are jointly suspected oj a double murder. Police 
have already seen me^ and are coming on to you, 

• Wallis, 

It transpired that, shortly after *we had driven away 
from our halting place there were found l 3 nng on a heap 
of stones— -rough, broken granite for road-repairing — 
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just rc^nd the comer to which I have alluded, the 
dead bodies of a young woman and a cj^ild. ••In ^fe 
they had been the wife and daughter of a mechanic 
named Hogg, of Kerrtish Town, and had been decoyed 
by Hogg's paramour to herr Ic^dgings and # there 
murdered. ^ After doing the injured innocents to 
death, the murdereSs bundled Jheir offerfvjmg bodies 
into the bassinette-pferambulator in the infant 

had ridden, and, uvder cov<»^ darkness, wheeled 

her awful burde'i to the qui^ road, at the very corner 
dT which we had pullecTup to investigate the /rause of 
the mare’s lameness. * A comparicon of times proves 
beyond question, that# the queer noise heard by King 
and myself as^ we stood examining the horses foot 
was the sound made Ifty •the ’:wo bodies'* as the 
murderess tipped them out of the perambulator, 
which she subsequently took to, and abandoned in, 
Hamilton Terrace!* The policeman m the rubber 
boots, who knew us both by sight, made a note of his 
meeting with us, and — hence the subsequent formal 
enquiries. 

‘ This woman was hanged at Newgate on Tuesday, 
Dec. 23rd, 1890, her execution being marked by ihbst 
disorderly scenes outside the how; demalishcd prjson. 
“ The ringing of the dying woman’s funerii\hdl,” says 
one account, “ had no effect upon the crowd, m^py of 
whdm were women, and obscene and ribald jokes 
could be heard^ among every’ group, the femalecs 
especially being fiercely denunciatory of the convict’s 
conduct. ... At one minute past eight o’clock a 
yell from the crowd preclaimed the (set that the black 
flag was hoisted, and, directly after, the crowd gave 
vent to their feelings in a loud cheer which was taken 
up again and again by the scattered groups d\\ down 
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th^Old Bailey.” Even •the Brighton Argus callously 
headed its account of the hanging : — 

EARLY. SPORTING 

TH'a EXECU-TION 

• ‘V, 

MES.' PEAECEY. 


yhen ^bne dallies with the sujjiect of lunacy, how- 
ever, laughter and deaTff becSmc mere interchangeable 
terms, and, often enough* are linked together. It must 
be still fresh in the public mind how on a Sijnday 
night in November ’94 a demented young man escaped 
from a private asylum in North Kensington, and, 
overtaking an unfortunate female' in the Holland 
Park Road, cut her throat ‘ from ear to ear,’ as usag6 
has fashioned the phrase. It was an unfortunate 
happening for Holland Park Road, which from a peac^ 
^ble, aod even^ , elect, ^thoroughfare, was transformed, 
as soon news spread, into a*‘ howling parade 

of morbid sightseers. Backwards and forwards and 
to and fro these dreadful people swarmed„/bllowed in 
the “roadway by every ^Cbstermonger in «Notting Hill 
who couW raise a barrow, .^nd as every hoodlum 
that came to view the scene brought his mordacious 
and insatiable appetite with him, oianges and bananas 
and ’ almond-whelks and Barcelona nuts found an 
instant sale and caused the pavements to be strewn 
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with refuse. To this sordid scene, on taking oh 
tion^’bent, came, Paul Merritt, the playwright, whose 
kindly disposition, if not whose inhep ted 'traits h''d 
burdened him with close on twenty stone of flesh. 
On the paving stones outside Val Prii;isep’s door, 
within a yard of where the'm&rderer pounced upon 
his victirA, stood a policeman, and Merritt, approaching 
’ the officer, asked**; / f y* 

“Constable, cou^d you indicat^^-h-sT very spot on 
which the poor voman ^ 

Even fas PJlul spoke thtJ'Word,'' he trod upon a piece 
of’ orange-peel and ^dropped, with a mighty thud, to 
half-mast. The constable ga^ed at the playwright 
who had (taken his seat so suddenly^ and somewhat 
amused and, not nothing the look of agony \^irh.lj|4 
overspread his features, rdplie^PWith a grin : 

“Why, strike-me-lucky, you’re actually a-sittir]i 
on it ! ” 

But Merritt liad uttered his last words on earth; 
barely did the cab in which they put him get him to 
his home before he passed away. 



r;HAPTER vrt. 

Bessie Bellwood’s hansom mnels — TJJie methods of ^ghtnijg novelists 
— Pink *yns and the Porleif List — 05»trophy-ljnnters — Knig|^ of, 
the Thistle’s Hunt Cup — Trayles* tJold pup — And St Gatien’s — 
Jesse Winfield — And his* lucrative foreign policy — esse meets the 
Queen of Spajr-^Old Jack Dickinson threjy:ens%the Duke of 
Beauftrt — *The boys* at Stockbridge — A curate with a black 
**-^>^^Doipg the ringhfifiji^rs — "She ’Hfbhen dodge at I-ingfield — 
Chippy Norton — And myself at Croxton Park — Chippy and his 
watch-chain — Twice with one trick — Bob Sinclair, the high-class 
sharp— -Plays faro on the nod— And settles with his conscience— An 
Ascot tail-piece. • * • • 

One of the first luxuries that the late lamented Bessie 
Bellwood indulged in when her early artistic successes 
^[ere confirmed by the London and County Banking 
Company, was a private hansom of her very own with 
her crest and motto emblazoned on its panels. ^To 
the s^mewha^j niajestic crest of her choice she may, 
poor chai'iw’ soul, have had no right whatever, but her 
chosen •motto was absolutely^ and indisputably her 
own, and its like probably never figured in a carriage- 
butlderis order-book before or since — ‘ Boor, but Busy.' 
Would that I might honestly, adopt the badge as my 
own, for I am a fortuneless journalist, hopelessly ad- 
dicted to the old-Tashioned and •laborious, one-man- 
one-job method of writing my stories with a pen, an 
implement which is rapidly becoming extinct in literary 
xea 
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workshops. But wrong-headed as I may be, I can hot 
forsa!ce the tricks^ and methods of my ’prentice 4ays, 
wherefore I must continue to flounder till I "am ‘ 

by my juniors who, encouraged by the example of 
Rossetti who never learned to draw, have elected to 
begin at the top and ‘ chance Ihil ducks.’ 

, Shortly after breakfast on one morning of last 
kummer I called at the beautiful riparian residence of 
a brother novelist, but one who Ji/siks^igs to the new 
school, and found him^nd 'Ll:: interesting wife just 
rising frc?m the table. IVe literary work which they 
jointly produce may not outlive them, but as they 
manage to live devilish well (f)ardon the deplorable 
but accurate epithtt ! ) in the meantime, tha<- sad re- 
flection loses them ep sleep. ‘‘Ah, here 
they cried in chorus ; ancf the^faale bird added, “ Our 
electric landaulette will be round directly, and if yoij^ 
will si;noke a cigar whilst I knock off eight or nine 
thousand words, we will run you over to Twyford.” 
Eight or nine thousand words while I smoke a cigar ! 
Most marvellous youth ! Yet he accomplished it, and 
afl within the space of seventeen minutes. ^ , 

Stepping into a room in which six or seven phono- 
graphs stood on as many tables, he asked of a secretary, 

“ What do you want this morning, D^K^on ? ” Dalton 
consulted a note-book and replied : two 

thousand for The Voiceless Steersman^ s’r ; two 
thousand for Lady Violetta's Vengeance ; rather less for 
Castles in the Clouds \ and &bout three for Where 
Jamshyd 'Gloriedr “Rjghto!” answered my light- 
hearted litterateur. “ Switch on Lady Vi first What’s 
the last paragraph ? *' The amanuensis turned to some 
typewritten sheets which lay upon one of the phono- 
graph tables and read out: “‘Begone!’ cried Lady 
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ViMetta, flinging the priceless jewels into the fii^ and 
poinfing imperiously to the door, ‘ Bftgone ! * And the 
fefiack-hearted iLord Adalberte turned upon his heel 
and slunk, panther-like, from the; apartment, cursing 
Lady Violetta bitterly ^n the purest French.” 

“ Good.! ” said the lightning novelist ; the®, stepping 
up to the ropeiver of the graph, Jie continued 
piffle, dictatiitrr^ seemin|[ly ivihioiiJt an effort : “ A few 
months later* tfie' ii^lage of Turmutborough was gay 
with marriage festivities, ^ever, 1h^ villagers de- 
clared, had the placS seen so fi*ae a wadding as Jjhat; 
of the Honourable Selwyn Trema^me to Lady Violetta 
Veynecourt. To most people it seemed^ that Lord 
Adalbejte de Steyne had changed soinewhat during 
paflrt fpw months^ ^Hisjiai’^as novf—; — ” etc. 

But I stray. I am, I said before, a fortuneless 
•scribbler; but Pliny, who was a bold and fearless 
writer, as is proved by rtie fact that back in the dark 
dawn of the Christian era he not only invented, but 
freely used, the word ‘ ornithology,’ divided the bird 
tribe into two classes — No. i, those which sit up^at 
ilight; and No. 2 , those which do not. Applying the 
samo rule of classification to owners of racehorses, we 
get — No. I, those*who race for glory and gol3 j^ts 
and No. 2, t^6se whd arc only out for the base yellow 
metal. show how both classes may labour in vain 
it need* only be mentioned that whilst the excell^l 
JqJin Corlett has been for over a quarter 'of a century 

industrijpusly endeavouring — * , 

• 

“ Like the ancient Medes and Persians, 

Alway^ by his own exertions,’’ 

to breed an animal capable of bringing the Golc 
Vase from Ascot to Bottombarley, there has qxistec 
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in th^ Sporting Times office inexorable rule tliat 
at least one member of the staff shall be in the Forfeit 
List For many years that place oF honour 
occupied by Shifter over an entrance fee at 
Alexandra Park for a horse which he had never seen, 
which was^ sold to him for nothing by a man* that it 
didn’t belong to, a^nd which was actually stolen from 
the paddock whilst Snifter ‘and I endeavoured to 
persuade a jockey to ride it on tick*i^ the only race 
for which it eve? wenf^o a fTieeting. It delighted 
^Master because, as Ije once declared when towering 
over another news^oapdk* proprietor who ‘had been 
boasting of his staff, “Why, confound you, I have 
more men on fny sihff in the Forfeh ‘List than you 
have on all your papfr, ipcluding your print o »e<*« g £ ^ 
advertisers i ” But it was a heavy blow to Willie, who, 
having had a few heated words with the Old ’Un on. 
moneyrmatters, lyid formed a firm rerolve to clean up 
the Betting Ring and give Fleet Street a rest ; but in 
all matters appertaining to the Turf, it is the thing 
that couldn’t possibly happen which is continually 
tating place. And though poor little Bill has lofiff 
since been released from all earthly contending, and 
♦conffivlng, Master still *hankc^s after a golden spittoon, 
or a platinum centre-piece, or a* big epergne — some- 
thing to be triumphantly shown to hi^tiLitors to 
ex^rite the baser passions of the human heart, such as 
covetousness,* envy, and the like ; for such was the 
burden of our conversation on the road to Kempton 
on last Jub*ilee Stakes day. Then and there was poor 
Harry M'Calmont telling us all about the Hunt Cup 
which he won with Knight of the Thistle in *97-7-a 
huge and cumbersome solid silver equestrian statuette, 
full four feet high, of that overbearing Tudor virgin, 



, PITCHER IN PARADISE 


167 


illi^^beth, on her way tft put through their facings the 
lalf^tarved soldiers of Leicester at Tilbury. *And 
^*^•0 great w^s the charm of our Liz's personality, 
ays the historian, that there was not one fag^ished 
vretch in £jl that breadless, beerless horde (for they 
lad nefther a loaf ndr gallon amongst them) tliat 
lidn’t feel just as if he was about to get everythjpg 
hat was cd!?^ing to him, barning his arrears of payT 
For this statiA^tte^ which origirfeilly cost eighteen 
lundred sovvereigns, Lord 5!!bvent#y (at that time 
Master of the Buckhounds) paid a monkey under the 
Kammer ht Christie's, thinking what* an excelfbn^ 
Ascot trophy it would make. But, when it was set up 
on the Jawn, more than one owfler eyed •it askance. 

>i^y ever got that into little /lining-room,” 
observed *the lateTLa^tain Machell drily,* “the place 
would be so crowded tfiat I should have to take my 
meals in the garjjen ! " , ^ 

And yet there have been owners who have clung to 
these baubles with truly feminine tenacity, Mons. 
Lefevre owned so many that he was afraid to sleep in 
tile same house with them ; Mr de la Rue, who woft a 
thoi^and-guinea cup with Trayles, kept it packed 
away at his ban Jeers' and had a plated duplicate tq 
take«its place on his dining-table; whilst Mr Jack 
Hamnatind more than once remarked, when pointing 
to the<jrold Cup which rare old St Gatien won, now 
nearly eighteen years ago, that the privilege of keeping 
it to look at cost hiifi, roughly, fifty pounds a year 
But a* beneficent Provider¥:e sees to it 'that Ascot 
Cups go only to those that can afford to hold them 
During the past *twenty-five ycftirs I do not recall i 
single instance of an owner of an Ascot Gold Cu{ 
being driven by hunger or other adverse circumstance.- 
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to carry his gaud to Messrs* Attenborough’s. 1^ is 
well ior the Turf*that this is so. Personally I should 
hate to see any one of the last ten ^lolders ofi^^WT 
trophy, emerge, famished and fainting, but still happy, 
from that little side-door in Chancery Lane, and turn 
hurriedly into Fleet Street to ‘shbw a tankard 6f bitter 
hc^y to talce a joke, or to stay a pang within with the 
terrible sandwich of tha tavern-bar dea^to the heart 
of the pavement journalist as the^* b(fxing-glove.’ I 
say most serious^/ that* it wotfidn’t do, P'ate sees 
that it would hurt racing'^ and doubtless that is the 
reason why the small, insignificant owner,* to whom 
the attainment of success looks ‘as easy as robbing a 
child’s tin bank, sobn awakens to the^ fact that the 
millennium is still painfully remote, and 
occasional Victory only means flolding over a trouble 
that is full of vigour, 

Nev^ in my gxperience did any,, individual stay 
longer in the game from sheer strenuous and continuous 
effort than the late Jesse Winfield. Starting out with 
nothing but his good health and strength, but being 
indurably inoculated with the get-a-monkey microbe 
he raced and he made a book, owned horses of his 
pw;i 7 «and rode, trained,»and dosed w^th bitterly whole- 
some but improving tonics the horses of other*; he 
invented an embrocation, the fame of which tvrvives 
him ; but, alas ! the krjowledge of how to go*- inside 
when it rained was not in his possession, and poor 
Jesse died in indigence. Wh^i> God gave out per- 
severance, He did so without regard to the recipients' 
tenure of other high commercial caj^abilities, which is 
the reason why many and many a struggler, now in 
the sere and yellow, is compelled, when he needs any- 
thing, to go to his relatives and try to borrow it. 



PITCHER IN PARADISE 169 

S it there was a 1 :ime when Jesse was ^tilling 
in little-known but richly fertile glebes in the 
0^ the ininor racecourses of France and Spain. 
These countries had so long been breeding raceft from 
their owrf broken-down selling-platers, that, ta an 
Engli^man who ha*d a bit of useful bloodstock and 
his wits aboyt him, it was like finding money to cfoss 
the Channeh^and, on dfccasiohs, jjie Pyrenees as well) 
and come back ^j/ith enougj^ to endow an orphan 
asylum or hand out a few free librSri^. T6-day the 
game is not quite* what it u'^d to.be. *Our ynljj 
certain way of takir^ advantage of the French at 
racing nowadays is to tunnel under thepi and cateb. 
them ly the c6at-tails ; whilst, as*to thfi poor hidalgos, 
(thw^'^fc^so impo^rished Jpy late Yanko-Spanko 
unpleasantness as to be hardly worth the plucking. 
But the fat and greasy citizens of Belgium still appear 
to afford fair sport, andi according t<i the returns from 
Groenendaal and from Forest, from Boitsfort and 
even from old Brussels itself, they are getting it — 
largely ‘in the neck,’ be it added. For I do not 
suppose that anyone will claim that animals bearing 
such* names as Tit Bits, Little Browr^ Mouse, Gretna 
Green, Kendal Grove, IJamptSn Wick, DaddjTCohg-^ 
legs, •Billy Greet, and Welsher — all recent winners — 
are purely Belgian cheveatix, 

Anytsray, Jesse started for Barcelona one Monday, 
taking with him a brace of high-spirited ‘animals that 
had only just failtid* tor connect ort the previous 
Saturday afternoon at Alexandra Park. They were 
what are ordinarijy called pinchers, being quicker at 
pinching a bit at the fall of Ihe flag than at any 
subsequent portion of the race ; but they were quite 
good enough to sidestep an3rthing that the leading 
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‘nuts*, of Barcelona could puli' out. Nor did Jes^*s 
calculations prove* to be in the slightest degre^ at 
fault. The horse that had just nvssed' in 
Chalk'^P'arm Cup simply cantered away with the 
Prix des Sardines, whilst the Harringay Plate dis- 
appointmept took his bit between his teeth and 
gallbped away with the big hurdle-race as though the 
winning-post had peet, right away Valencia ! 
In those two hours of victory ^ Barcelona Jesse 
Winfield *increase2i in he^^ht by three inches. From 
\vearing the look of .dejection common to the small 
Cockney tradesman, on Derby Day, when he deposits 
one week’s t;akings on the top of the upturned umbrella 
and then picks^'up the wrong card, JefSsfe developed a 
sort of amiable trucid<*'nce^ that galled for evci/^hingii 
within sight. As he stood l;1iere in the paddock, 
apparently waiting to see if anything else, not, 
previously scheduled, was coining to him, and in- 
cidentally explaining to another Englishman the 
difference between the Spanish language as it is 
taught in our schools, and as, with twenty-seven 
different patois, corresponding to as many province^ 
it is spoken in Spain, an emissary from ^een 
*IsaT)^ia approached. *'Her ]^ajesty, said this func- 
tionary — a lineal descendant of*old Chris Colmnbus 
himself, proud as a conqueror’s hymn and alm«st too 
ex^:ited to get his words out with distinctness — was 
coming along* on foot from the royal balcony to offer 
her personal •congratulations to the distinguished 
foreigner whose horses had swept the board of the 
principal prizes. ^ 

“You will be so good as to bare your head and 
remain bowing to receive Her Majesty,” said this 
distinguished flunkey in a dialect too ragged to re- 
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produce, adding, “ SheVill speak to you and pj-esent 
tier royal^hand. This you will raise to your lips and 
kiss th^ fingers, at the same time assuring the 
Queen that the honour she does you is altogether 
unprecedented, also that it is entirely unmerited 
either by your miserable animals or yoijr humble, 
ignoble self. , Behold, seftor, the Qyeen approaches ! ” 
And beiore Jesse dould Wigj^t these hints, the 
chamberlain hid stepped asid^^nd the Queen stood 
there, all smiles and conde^ensioif. .^lesslier kind 
and royal heart, hoi^ she did spread the bufter, to b^ 
sure! As Jesse subsequent!]? observed, “ She laid on 
the cement till I felt quite sticky ! ” But Jie executec^ 
a long,^right Srrtile, as one enamoured*of some sweet 
couacii«!sness, an^ even lys spectacles •sparkled with 
joy when the gracious jegent brought her eulogium to 
a^fionclusion by declaring that the Winfield horses did 
far more than merely run : they positively flew* 

“ Oh, hedge a bit, y’r Majesty, hedge a bit I ” cried 
the delighted Jesse, going, metaphorically, clean up in 
the air; and though the Queen-Mother nobly 
eentrolled her laughter, and, disengaging the royal 
paw* that Jesse was still vigorously .pump-handling, 
passed quietly on, it tpok PTpsom's embroc^TtofyisIr 
seveAl years to explain to' his companions of that 
sunny*afternoon exactly which of the twenty-seven 
patois Tie spoke to the Queen in. , 

^An equally well-meant, but none tho less terrible, 
lapsus linguie, was that with which old Jack Dickinson, 
the Leeds tipster, whose business it was to sell you 
for a shilling a caj^d whereon the potential winners of 
the day’s races were indicated, menaced the Duke of 
Beaufort. It was on a certain glorious July day at 
StockbridgCi and the grand old Duke had slighted 
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from ,his brougham at a spot only a few feet away 
from where the husky, hard-working old horse-watcher 
harangued, in the dialect of the pit’s mo»*th, an am^ecf 
bucolic crowd. Dickinson was quite favourably known 
to most of the racing aristocracy, so that he raised his 
billycock respectfully as he saw the Duke approaching, 
and the Duke good-naturedly paused to, listen. Old 
Jack, who had been, up aince daybreak and had seen 
all the morning gallop^was imploring' the rustics to 
follow the blue-hooped j(>cket, which, he said, would 
certainly foil home in at least tw5 races on that after- 
noon— on Travanco*‘e in ^he Mottisfont Stakes, and on 
Constance in the Johnstone Plate. 

“And you rdally fhink that both \Vill win, Dickin- 
son ? ” asked tiie Dukt; with gracofnl condesctiTBtOn.** 

“Aye, it’s a pinch for t* pair of ’em, y’r Graace,” 
roared Old Jack, with much warmth ; “ an’ wha^-’® 
moo-re, if y’r Graace doesn’t ^pack oop a reglar parcel 
over ’em, why — why, A’al never speak to y’r Graace 
on a racecoorse agin ! ” 

Alas for the ducal packing-up of ‘ parcels ! * 
Though Travancore just scrambled home, the beautl^ 
ful Constance got beaten by a neck. 

** X^'a racing-centre Stockbridge practically departed 
this life at about the same time 'as did that * elderly 
naval man,’ Admiral Rous, but its demise t^ks not 
officially recognised tih many years later, wtiilst it 
enjoys a doubtful sort of immortality as one of tlie 
very hottest stamping groTinds * of * the boys * of* its 
time, many of whom ‘t^rorked* the meeting in the 
daytime and took in Salisbury or V^inchester at night 
One misguided genius there is still to be encountered 
in the West End, who, on ‘the Hampshire circuit, 
used t<r dlress at night as a high-church curate, and as 
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such used to cover the presence of his confederates in 
theNiotel billiard-rooms of the cathedral cities. • Like 
so rjany t)f his kidney, he seemed to cheat only for 
the ^pleasure t)f squandering his plunder foolishly : 
he was Ijjce the beneficent honey-beetles of joyful 
Yucatan that distil hjnty on their shining, transparent 
little backs till they swell to the size of a gliss marble ; 
yet so susceptible to pleasar^ry and familiarity aie 
they, that one jias only to tickle^em under the fore- 
shoulder fof them to part^wWi ak their stock, and 
then go meekly ofl^to fill up again.** • 

Falling* out with his ringleader earl/ in one StOck* 
bridge week, Joseph (hs his front name was) incurred 
that peremptory* bar to Church parade, sf black eydT 
It wa®.^most unusual circumstance, yet ^o noteworthy 
romance * relieveef' tne* siift pi icity of the^main fact 
He had ‘ asked for ’ it, and he had got it Even this 
mischance, howeyer, di(;J not deter his assumption of 
the sable vestments on that very evening, though the 
way in which he pulled his black felt hat down on the 
near side till it quite obscured his left eye was scarcely 
ecclesiastical. And Fate, for his deceit, ordained that 
Joseph should forthwith fall across a veritable young 
parson in the billiard-room of one of tfie leadingi'.ct®!^ 
of \A^nchester, in which Vesbrt the band had already 
found»,more than one young sqifire who had been 
charged fifty or sixty sovereigns for his evening on 
the green cloth, and who haa proved ^oo much fhe 
gentleman to screaqj •about it afterwards. 

To efigage this young priest in a mode^ * hundred 
up* was to Joseph as easy as shelling peas, and far 
pleasanter ; but t4 drink only gifiger-beer, and to re- 
frain from the obscene jests which can alone relieve 
the tedium of billiards with an absolute dufif^r, was 
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much more difficult. Joseph v^as constantly going, to 
the v6ry verge of jvhat his warped sense of propriety 
told him he must not overstep, and then trying to 
drowj^^his final words in a forced fii of coughing. 
Finally, and by consummate art, Joseph allowed the 
curate to beat him by three ‘points ; whereupon, he 
instantly claimed a return game, which the young 
gentleman could not vc^ry wejl refuse him. By this 
time the room was^ .filing with local ^ortsmen, and, 
though the representatives of the cloth naturally made 
no wagera, Joseph’s pals manage. J to get five or six 
nets of a level fiver oi ‘the one with the hat on.’ 
It was when this second game had reached the ex- 
citing point of sevenvy-three all, that Joseph, wjio had 
removed his coat bu.t not his hat, got a bit 
careless of his deportment.** His opponent had pulled 
himself together and was playing really well, and it 
was becoming urgently advi^^ble for Joseph to go 
ahead and finish the job in case of accidents. The 
gas above his head felt hot and his hat was sadly in 
the way. Faced by a somewhat difficult shot, he 
clean forgot his discoloured optic, and — pulled hi? 
hat off! For an instant his amazed opponent gazed 
at the very uuclerical spectacle ; then, with 
undisguised concern, he aeked politely : ^ 

“Dear me! wherever did you get that fearful 
mouse, brother ? ” 

Then it wa;3 that poor, bothered Joseph, much more 
intent on winning the game than of keeping up His 
irksome disguise, blurted„out : 

“ Straight out o* the ruddy trap, dear brother ; right 
straight out o’ the ruddy trap ! ** 

*Tis true that Joseph won his heat by making a 
break of twenty-eight ; but never was a billiard-room 
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cleared out quicker, aad the gang themselves gave it 
oui\at Stockbridge on the following^day that it*would 
be no ust taking billiard attractions to Winchester for 
a y3ar or twoj^as the townspeople had just had some. 

A true biographer should not hold theories nor 
express opinions, bijt«on no single point have 'the 
boys* in my time, and speaking from Observation, 
shown mudfi*more ingepuity yian fn their everlasting 
efforts to get^into the rings paddocks without 
going through the simple, if ^cae^onally impossible, 
formality of forking out. 'Scaling tArrieiip, stealing 
pass-cheoks, bribing lax ga^ekfiepers^ counterfeWng 
pass-checks — all theses devices belong to the limbo 
of the^past; .bpt worthy of the D. 5 .O' (Piccadilly 
Circus*^ivision) were the three broken ‘merchants,* 
who, spotting frC.n tlfc (^-side of the mcecourse a 
new custodian of the paddock entrance, instantly got 
tiifough by shouting but a single word. On the off- 
chance of passing for detectives wifh a prisorier, two 
of them grabbed the third by the cuffs and collar of 
his coat, and, marching him sternly up to the point 
of ingress, shouted “Gate!” and — wide open iht 
gateman flung the precious portal I 

And “what did they do a^ Lingfleld?’* — a 5 . 
have^it in their own yernacnlar. 

On^ this swcetly-rural and deJightful racecourse 
they 4®tected a weak position as promptly as il 
they had made their first ^rvey from a milit&i^ 
balloon. The oblong kitchen in v^hich the Irish 
stew is brewed is ostensibjy in the Paddock, but 
its service end ‘overlaps into the Ring. When al 
that kitchen’s batteries are ia action the place if 
fairly hot, and, as a consequence, the doors an 
seldom quite closed. 
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From the Paddock, which abuts on the country 
road iiself, the most amusing of the ‘ lads of LonckJn * 
once entered the kitchen on tiptoe, and, approaching 
a cook who was busily stirring some ^savoury Kew 
in a huge cauldron, whispered hurriedly : 

“ Tell your mate I’ve took hin^, six bob to fcoir the 
one, an’ ten bob to two the other ; don’t forget now, 
sk: Dob to four an’ ten bpb 

“ Look ’ere ! ” crie^J^ the cook, angrily, pausing in 
his stirring and „em^i.asising his words with his 
greasy right ht:iid. “ I’lh too bn3y to bother about 
bettin’-messages for anybody \ whatever you’ve got 
to tell ’im, tell ’im yerself!” 

* * “All righc, qld man, don’t hurt yquc^elf!” sneered 
the dodger with a well-simulated air of iniur vA “ All 
the same, he’d ha’ done it fe/ know.” ^Saying 

which, he took his leave by-*^the service door into 
Tattersall’s! Nor was the bitterly recriminatdiy 
argument which ' the two cooks subsequently held 
on the subject of ‘ neglectin’ work to follow bettin’,* 
pro and con, the least amusing part of the affair, 
for^when one is properly admonished by one’s best 
‘ friend, the admonition is seldom wanting in warmth 
Ojfcnecspnalism. Wiseljf the Hindoos have no word for 
‘ friend,’ thus the little leathi;r f/ee-passes to the Hindoo 
music-halls admit (inly the editor. 

But however amusing ‘ the boys ’ may be oi\ paper, 
they are hot stuff to Handle in the flesh, and, once 
upon a barren^ autumn time, the^ even made a meal 
of Chippy*. Norton, as the late Mr Henry Pull, of 
‘ Birmingham, was passing well known'. Twenty years 
have slipped away since The Wofid chronicled the 
appearance in the Ring at Newmarket of “ a person 
exactly resembling the familiar figure of John Bull 
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as drawn by Mr Tenftel in Punch, and this oddity 
in the sacred precincts of the Jo»fkey Club loudly 
assented his desire to lay four to one on the field 
in thousands.’ ^ Chippy may havp been new tc^ The 
World, but he was fairly old to the Hay market and 
Piccadflly Circus, and, whenever he was flu^h of coin, 
his stereotyped order to Sam Adaijis, then ‘ in frvnt * 
at the Londbn Pavilion, 'was ; » ^ 

“ Now, Samt me lad, get n^-thc best seat in the 
'ouse, an* put this here *at/and %tij:k in the nex’ 
best!” • . . • . . 

I have* some reason to retnemj^er Chippy, for he 
once, quite unwittingly, brought about piy suddeq^ 
withdrawal frc^n* the Stewards’ Stand •at the aristo- 
cratic liWe meeting at Croxton Park. • My presence 
on the w*hitewasired sSfiold aforesaid wa*s, I should 
explain, due to the fact that I thought I had as 
much right to bejthere as either the Puke of Portland 
or Colonel Henry P'orcster, between whom I stood 
and watched the horses go down to the post. 
Presently Chippy came along and bowed politely 
and raised his broad-brimmed, squat beaver to us. 
The JDuke only frowned at him, aqd the Colonel 
only stared in a, bored way.* Not affected ifi Uft? 
•least by this snubbing, (!hip^y roared out in a voice 
of thusder : * 

“ Fovaer thousan* to one on the fee — aid, or any part 
of it 1 Now, y’r Grace ? ** • 

!but His Grace did not bite, and ‘the dear old 
ColoneP only gjized round • as though *he would 
willingly summon the hangman. Meanwhile Mr 
Bull was waiting. «In my light-hand breeches 
pocket a half-sovereign, the last that I had, was 
rapidly burning a hole through which to escaipe.' 

1 ? 
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“Which do you bar, Mr Sull?” I asked, with a 
modesty almost* exceeding that of the wayside 
violet. . ‘ # 

“ Albert Melville, me lord,” answerea Chippy ;^“an* 
fives bar Albert Melville.” 

“ Forty l^ob to ten, if you pldase,” I said, dragging 
forth my little eiye lamb and depositing it in his 
paw. ^ • 

“Four to one to^hajf a bar!” he' roared to his 
clerk, “an’ tlj^ 'humfib- is six, three, two, nine, 
nought! ‘*An’ thanl^ you!” ** 

Archer was riding Albert Melville, and AVcher was 
in very higt' fettle just then, having under considera- 
tion nothing l^ss important than an offer of n^arriage 
from the Duchess of Mqntrosc— ^^apd ThG"^inman 
veritably believed that such a union would make him 
a Duke, 

However, I had, as the Duke wcni*- down the stairs 
on one side and the Colonel the other, forebodings 
somehow that I shouldn’t be standing there when 
my horse won, and my surmise proved perfectly 
correct As the mighty shout of “They’re ofiW” 
came welling up from the half-crown kennel, 1 was 
ifelng^jolitely, but firrhly, removed ; and it was on a 
far less imposing portion of the course that, ‘^hen* 
the “ All right ! ” was shouted, I produced brhf No. 
65.290 and relieved old Chippy’s breeches p6cket of 
the weight of two and a half of the best For, though 
Chippy’s record was not ' one «which would secure 
sepulture "for his mortal remains ip the Abbey at 
Westminster, he, in the parlance pf the racecourse, 
never ‘took a libertj^* with me; what he may have 
done with others is no concern of mine. But to the 
story of his double martyrdom. 
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One of the things *of beauty with which jjie was 
wont to adorn his ponderous persoft was a huge gold 
watjh-cable. The regular racegoer was as familiar 
with the sight of that chain as Jie was with tlffe red 
post on •Newmarket*^ classic Heath ; and, indeed, 
he saw it fifty timeS oftener. In point pf weight it 
might havg^held the Cedric at her moorings, •^d 
what was its intrinsic* valu^ it ^akes me dizzy to 
estimate. Bht there came fL day when a fresh 
‘head* — in reality , |l consci^rnceles? counterfeiter and 
sleight-of-hand sharp from Gloucester. Street, Cle^eo* 
well — came a-racing^ and he and his pals soon got 
familiar with old Chippy. At the end of two pr 
three ^eeks, hrfd of one particular day’s racing (at 
Derby,' if memotv servgs^ the little m#b stood round 
the bookie at a refreshment bar, and whisky flowed 
water. And presently the new boy, who had 
been openly admiring "Chippy’s lovely jewellory and 
decanter-stopper shirt-studs for several seconds, came 
out with the observation : 

“ Chippy, old man ” 

• “ Mister Bull, if you please 1 ” growled Chippy, who , 
in Ms later years was very prone to check this sort 
of familiarity. • ^ 

“Well, Mister Billl, then. D’ye know, I’ve just 
been*thinkin’ what a pooty little chain that is of 
yours, ^an’ the only thing that sets me wonderiiV is 
wjiy you don't have^it reproduced in ^gold'i But I 
s'posc you wouldn’t? risk* wearin' a ^old ^chain on a 
racecourse ? ” • * 

To say that C^jippy was absolutely flabbergasted is 
to put the thing extremely mildfy. For a few seconds 
speech quite failed him, and, even when he found it, it 
was not of a nature suited to reproduction. Dut, with 
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the r£y:ing man’s first resource, he promptly offered 
:o bet that it Wcfe a solid gold chain, and his offer 
Aras instantly accepted. Would he a hundred? 
Aye,*t)r even a monkey! The other^man, equally 
:onfident, said that nothing in life would*' suit him 
:>etter tharv to risk his whole d&y’s winnings on his 
[ittl€ Clerkenwell topinion, and he had ,won a little 
Dver a thousand — tfiey' would ‘call it a thousand,’ 
inyway. 

Chippy took^it dn. 

, Bpth parties staked. Then to t^e largest jeweller’s 
n the Midland capital thronged ,the excited company, 
^nd, after some palaver as to the exact terms in which 
the question w^s to be put to the gdlcfemith, Chippy 
took off his watch-chain. ^T^ thc^ig bet 

temporarily grabbed and held ,the chain while raising 
an objection to the name of any particular m ^aL 
being euggested •to the jeweller — a ifastidious bit of 
byperprecision ; but he held the chain for about three 
seconds — and then, his point being granted, passed 
the bauble across the counter. The jeweller fetched 
his acid, and, calmly and dispassionately, applied the 
test ^ 

*^he' chain was of common white metal, thinly gilded 
over ! ’ • o < 

Chippy’s rage was positively picturesque ki its 
magnitude and intensity. He raved about what the 
chain had cost him, and blared of the fate thj^t 
should befall the wretched* jeweller in Birmingham 
of whom he bought the 'thing, as soon as he 'should 
get back to New Street. He was, going to run all 
the way from the railway station to the shop, and 
have the poor jeweller ripped up and hamstrung, 
before he could enquire what he had done to merit 
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evisceration. For all \his blather, however, there was 
no way out of paying up over the lost bet, and so 
the^ shrewd punter received the two thousand. 
Chippy replaiied the chain — whifh the winner asked 
to have .one more look at* as it was given back — 
acros^ his waistcoat? and the whole army^ of occupa- 
tion then in Derby talked of nothing else all night. 

It was (!n the very mext migljt, after Chippy fiad 
had a snorting bad day, that ^lOther sharp, who only 
came racing occasionally, as/’ffed tcfb^ allowed to sec 
the chain, and, havfng seen it, said : • 

“ Not g[old ? Rats ! Thes'fe go\jdsmiths you’ve oeen 
to ought to be hoeing cabbages! It’^ snide, ehi 
Well, •snide or mot snide, Chippy, I ‘shall give yoi 
fifty qvy for it” « 

**Now, don’t mess me about, me lid,” snarled 

Chippy, “ because I’ve Well, never mind, but I’ve 

’ad enough of it I’vfk'ad it tested.an’ it’s br^ss, but 
the job isn’t ended yet, an’ don’t you forget it ! ” 

But the other was importunate. He didn’t care a 
something or other, he said, for all the so-called 
jewellers in Derby. Market-gardeners they were, ^ 
not .jewellers at all. He’d been qne of the first 
hundred men ii] the old^ Broken Hill camp, alid 
lordiummy ! if /te didn't know gold when he saw it 
it Wetf time he got out a broom add started sweeping 
crossir^s. And so he rattled qn, turning out sentences 
that were softer than the south wind^ with all the 
eftrontery of that lamented sportsman who once 
calml)f went t\>rough the • Bankruptcy 'Court with 
liabilities of seventy thousand pounds and assets con- 
sisting of “ an unsound chestnut mare and a disputed 
bet with, I believe, a welsher.” An3^ay, he’d bet a 
level hundred, he said, as he pulled out a roll of bank- 
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notes, that the chain was gold ; and Chippy, with the 
weakness and the ineradicable love of chance, common 
to every people without exception, took the bet on. 

Not to any one jpwellcr’s did they Aq that mght, 
but to twenty. And all were firm in the opinion that 
the chain was of pure gold, and Vif the highest' carat. 
Five or six firms ^^offered to buy it oujright, if the 
gentleman wished fo bell ; but Chippy took his 
medicine like a little man. He paid oiTl the eleventh 
hundred with tj]e fnjurcO^ air of one who has acquired 
some greatc scientific^ truth late in life, and from that 
(iay^to the end, the fnost‘ skilful of * the lads ‘ allowed 
him to run {pose, so that his sacred resolution never, 
in any future bets about the weight, lefigth, strength, 
genuineness, og intrinsic value of his ^able, to40t it out 
of his own ‘hands, even in passing it to a goldsmith, 
was a superfluous and a wasted one. ^ 

An4 yet some, of these ‘ boys ’ have a weird and 
distorted sense of decency amongst themselves, and 
profess to shy at anything that is downright low. 

“Speakin’ about never stoopin’ to anythink that’s 
low",” once said to me a Mr George Trussell, better 
known around Piccadilly Circus as ‘ Chops,’ from his 
htying once, in the hdat of an unequal discussion, 
bundled an offending Haymarkel grill-cook on t6 his 
own glowing gridiron, ** give me Bob Sinclair to get 
mopey with every timp, because Bob Sinclaft: can’t 
abear, and never will descend to, anythink what you 
may call dirty. • Bob is reaKy w*hat you might call a 
high-class sharp,” continued Mr Truf^ell, “an’ ‘clever 
enough to charm fleas off a dog’s ^ar; but he only 
travels with thoroughbreds, an’ the ordinary meanness 
born in all mortals in his case died in the bud. I’ll 
give ye«an instance of it” 
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“ Him an’ me an* *Cocoa Charlie got back from 
Gatwick last Tuesday night absolutely hearts-bf-oak. 
We, was* that rapless that it wouldn’t even run to a 
syndicated si%ve-off at Snow’s,, an* we looked like 
spendin’ a dry, intellectual evening amongst the glpssy 
elbowS and baggy knees of genius-gone-a^tray at the 
German beer place ; but Bob’s njarvellous intellect 
soared above it all. Resource ? ^I reckon, if Bob ^as 
stripped stark naked an’ tied to the North Pole to- 
night, he’d .cappear in the B^raegaAviJ^in a week with 
a tumbler o’ G.S.D? an’ seltzer in his fist an^a monkey 
in his ki(!k, what he’d torn off the ,bears a-teachin ’em 
the scientific game of ‘ Uncle Sam ’ ! BtJt hows’m- 
ever. Bob didn’t seem depressed a bit. ‘ There’s no 
taste ih «othink^ says he, ‘ an’ that’s all, of the glorious 
flavour is we’re likely Io"get unless we hiJnch up an’ 
hustle for it. Come on over into the club.’ 

“TJow, would, ye beUeve it, we hadn’t been, in the 
club five minutes before Bob had taken the bank for 
ten pounds an’ touched a almost perfee’ stranger for 
a pony to open it with. When I say a perfee’ 
stranger, that’s hardly right; he was a well-dre5sed 
guyr-though there was no real ‘ cl^ss ’ about him : 
you can always spot a hit o*‘ class,’ I think, by his 
linea, an’ his boots, *an’ • his ’at — that turned up 
in th^t club nearly every night an’ hever seemed at all 
short & the red stuff. His name was Gunn.” 

I only shook my head. The name, had no sig- 
nificance for me. ,* • • 

Wfell, anyway, Bob starts chuckin’ *the broads 
out o’ the box, with Charlie takin’ in an’ payin’ out, 
an’ me barrackin^ up. Bob throws away a bit to start 
with, which serves the double trick of sweetenin’ the 
punters an’ givin* himself a second call on Gunn. An’ 
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Gunn stood it like a Iamb, too !* May I die ! he pulled 
out a kecond pony, jest as though it was a-puttin' him 
on the Bank of England board at par I ' Bu^ no 
soonar has the secpnd pony fell thai^ Bob gets to 
worjc — an* what a treat it is to watch him! His 
style*s so gretty, so finished ; ho- deals out the* cards 
like^a duke in ’ig^j spirits. I declare, if I was a toff 
aii had got to go through it,* Td rather Virop a few 
thousands to Bob Sinclair than I’d get it off of some 
o* the burglars an^ mess^^rs that passes for workmen 
nowadays^ Hx)wever, you can guess what ’appens: 
in about a hour an’^ a haflf Charlie tips Bob \:he wink 
that the bundle’s about big enough, an’ the bank 
passes. Bob gtjts u^f from the table anr joins «ie an’ 
Charlie in thf^ * Readin’ Room ’ — ^ey cai^ *it the 
‘readin’ robm,’ I take it,'DS:ause that’s generally 
where the read-an’-writes comes off! ‘ How much 
have got ? ’ 50b asks of Cocoa .Charlie. ‘ Two 
hundred an’ fourteen, gross* says Charlie, ‘ but, with 
the bloke’s fifty took out, a hundred an’ sixty-four.* 
Bob doesn’t say anythink for a minute or two — seems 
to be communin’ with himself ; then he turns to me 
an’ says : ‘ What is this yere Gunn, Chops? Dew you 
know?’ ‘No better ttian you doj says I, ‘but I 
think he ought to draw* his* fifty this time. After 
what he’s done he^ worth keepin’ sweet for ai¥>ther 
nigjit, when he’ll prqbably drop for almost any 
amount’ Bui Bob don’t seem persuaded. * Stop here 
while I make a* few enquiries ab*q|ut him,’ he says, an’ 
goes back ihto the card-room. , •- 

“In less than five minutes,” he continued, “ Bob 
comes bustlin’ back absolutely bristlin’ with virtuous 
indignation. ‘The dirty, despicable dog!’ he cries, 
‘ do you think that I’d have even handled his money 
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r I had^have known ft?* ‘Known what?* I asks. 
Why, where he gets his money,* answers Bob ; ^ they 
ell ipe thtit the dirty hound gets his stuff by steerin* 
ive 6r six Oi.4 these here “ massage** shops ! Good 
awd ! to Jthink that /, be what I may, should ever 
lave staked on a doclc o’ broads the price of some 
Dore milliner*s or disappointed typewriter’s shape! 
Me openin’ hlbank with-quids^ each'one o’ which was 
wet with a woman’s tears : me workin’ the broads an’ 

’ i 

stakin’ with the “ discipline- treatment *’ money ! Oh, 
it’s too repugnant, 1 :oo revolting to clWell X)ver ; but 
this is where heaven deals out justice* to him, this ft 

where Nemesis overtakes him Co^oa, cut up 

that fifty along 'with the rest.’ ” ^ 

He ft,.Jjowever, not always ungratefuj nor oblivious 
of bygofie benefits, a ^y pretty instance of which 
I once witnessed amongst the coaches at Ascot. On 
theTBox-seat of^an adpirable turn-out sat a certain 
beautiful creature who in that day was the despair 
of every purveyor of musical comedy in London, 
barring the one who was paying her six per week 
ji4st to walk on and lend a tone to a burlesque in 
whiqh three low comedians supported thirty choristers. 
Sweet things ! they have morer uses occasionally than 
» evea the gallery suppos6.s, for once upon a time, when 
poor^Hughie Drummond’s financibs were in a state 
which ^lecessitated strict persjDnal economy, his lady 
mother remonstrated with him on l?is continued 
extravagances, adding that his credit would certainly 
suffer ^rom his ^eing constantly seen gadding about 
at night with a Gaiety girl. “ Kind, good soul I * 
answered Hughie, the tears of filial gratitude welling 
lip in his eyes ; “ but let me tell you, dear mother 
that your view is entirely wrong. It is becausie thing! 
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are so confoundedly rocky in ihe City that niy credit 
woultt’ be gone if J were seen about at night withoux 
a Gaiety girl ! ” And a fond mother's healt be^t all 
the ^quicker, no doubt, as she reflec^d on wKat a 
Chancellor of the Exchequer the nation Ivid missed 
by her boy going into Cap'et Court ! But * I am 
digressing.' 

^Across from the pacyock,*to join th^ 'giddy male 
butterflies who swarmed about the fair*#chorister and 
guffawed at her artless vprattle, came a certain sport- 
ing nobleman, ^hose name I forbear mentioning, but 
vilh call Lord Charles.* He was no longer young, 
though he affcctccf the dandiriess which calls for a 
vCaisted coat, vchite kid gloves in the daytime, and an 
enormous buttonhole of the beautiful carnatiftn*" which 
Sally Slapaabfeage alluded fcras a ‘ malmaiso'n cup-o'- 
tea.’ From his hat to his heels he was ultra-exquisite, 
despite the fact that as an aiqateur jpoxer he h^d a 
recoref which scarcely assimilated with such lament- 
able femininity. His advent on the coach w’as hailed 
with delight by the fairy, since she wanted some 
betting done and none of her ‘other johnnie^i’ 
possessed a ring-ticket. She asked Sir Charles tg tell 
her what to baefe, and Ke said Dieudonne. 

“ Oh, yes, I must have a bit pn that ! ” she (vied, « 
“ for the sake of denr old Ryder Street 1 Off yq^i go, 
Charlie, and put me two sovereigns on Dieudonne ; 
thelte's a boolde just befiind us somewhere.” 

And from thp crowd at the b^ck of the coachJs 
there earner at that moment a monotonous Ware of 
‘'Underd to forty on th' fee — aid, 'underd to forty on 
the fee — aid, three to^ne b — ar oneV' Lord Charles 
:an round to take the odds, and came face to face 
vith Billings, once a creditable middle-weight 
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pugilist from Shoreditch, but now a bookmaker of 
[very doubtful methods. Jim, whose systenf was 
’simplicity itself — reckoning whatever he took as 
windings' — hi(^i a big mob of Joafers and rustics 
round him, listening ^ open-mouthed to his br|ive 
J)lustcr and string-fastened offers ; but his harangue 
Stopped as he caught sight of Lord jCharles, who bad, 
obviously, intended to have a «ead^-money bet. Ahd 
J^ord Charles halted too. ^^ws of some of Jim 
Billings’ recent performances hlid^ already gone 
'ound the town, and Lord Charles^ had* seriously 
ontem plated discontinuing "the pod of patroifagi 
which he had accorded the pugilist since tjie old days 
of the* Pelican. • For the ex-scApper*and his cleric 
were dai!)* ‘ ringing the book’ on their ^customers by 
the old, old plan of recording the bets fh a blank 
column and heading it, directly after the race, with 
the name of a losing horse. ^ , 

Nor did Billings misinterpret Lord Charles’ hesi- 
tancy. The eyes of fifty louts had witnessed the 
whole affair and now watched for the sequel. 
Billings, having realised that he must go through 
with# it, also saw that he must comgaunicate to his 
clerk the need fgr noting this particular bet with 
•honoist accuracy. • * • 

“ Which ’orse, my lord ? ” asked Billings. 

“I v^ant five pounds to twp, Dieudonne,” replied 
Lord Charles. n 

“ Right ! Five pqpnds-to two, Dieudonne ! ” cried 
Billing; and added, to the intense dis|ust of the 
noble customer, “^n’ put it down to ^ PaV ! ” 
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Captain Wiruiingtctt* Askew opens a betting -stccount — And as promptly 
closes it — The dead lard luck of Flying Peggy — Golden words of 
Lord Durham’s — The Crowner and the unfortunate juryman — 
Jimmy Henderson and the wily subaltern — Jimmy’s appeal to the 
' b(jy’s colonel.— ‘ Taktsco, London’ — Out changed holdings — 
When Shifter was a private tutor — His eight admirab’-s maxims 
for the young — The cub who^layed M*-,A, Rolx:rts — For the 
International Championship at Spoof — I low ‘Captain Evergreen* 
played Fr}', the younger, at billiards — Swears strikes a promising 
partner — And outlines a sawdust club— A memory of BairAitrae’s 
CsnTibtidgeshire, and — Man’s ingratitude. 

In a letter written early in last year to a creditable 
London bookmaker whose address is advertised daily 
in *' Tke Sportsman^ a certain Captain Winnington 
Askew expressed his desire to open a betting account, 
mentioning as references the names of so many noble- 
men and gentlemen in the racing world, that he Feally* 
seemed to be on close terms with the cream of the 
Jockey Club. The early days of January 'Are not 
favourable tp the making of enquiries of this sort; 
moreover, the letter itself was s6 devoid of the stilted, 
lamp-madtf phrases of the larcenous, and so rCfdolent 
of the spontaneity of honest wagering, that the Captain 
received by return whatever sign, signal, or password 
this particular bookie may employ for ‘Go ahead.* 
Instead of forthwith commencing to pull up Cockspur 
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Street by the roots, however, the Captain lay low until 
the morning of the 23rd (a circumsta»ce which seamed 
to evince *the Captain's integrity), when he wired to 
have ^ pony (|n Postman's Kngck in the SuDsex 
Selling Hurdle Race, at Lingfield ; and was on. , In 
due course thirteen Iforses ran for the race, but the 
‘ good thing ' was squarely Beaten Ijy Flying Peggy, 
to whom tlie Postman's Knock people instantly 
objected on the ground that 5i)ie was ridden by an 
unqualified jockey, which liesportsftia^like objection 
the Lingfield stewarSs as promptly overruled. 

But seftling day brought ‘no Qony from Capfaiif 
Winnington Askew, to whom, indeed, the bookie 
wrote Ifhree tiroes for a settlemeiTt withoui receiving 
an answe*^* At ^he fouith letter, howcvg*, the Captain 
allowed Himself to be drawn, and his unbluShing reply 

was in this vein : — 

« 

“Dear Mr ,«No ono> regrets more keenly than I do the 

fact that our first little deal has ended disastrously to myself, but 
my sympathy with you, and my respect for your good father, 
compel me to tell you that it’s no earthly good wasting any more 
postage-stamps or stationery in attempting to get a settlenripnt 
wifh me. I had looked forward to a nice little run on your 
ledgei^ but Fate is dead against me, and it iS only fair to ac- 
knowledge that my napie is no njpre tVinnington Askew than is 
^our qwDf but I am extrerpely^welljcnown about the Haymarket 
district as — always very much at your service — 

* ^ “Eig-headed Ben of Beak Street” 

• p 

The bookie was, of course, intensely* angry with 
himself for twenty minutes for allowing»such a wrong 
'un to get into h^ ribs, but tlie evening nev^spapers of 
that self-same ni^ht brought a reckoning that was 
strangely odd, and one at whichOaptain Winnington 
A'skew himself may have passed remarks which were 
more military than civil. The owner of Postman's 
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Knock, dissatisfied with the ruling of the Lingfield 
executive, had tnken his case to the Stewards of the 
National Hunt, who, finding, after an unconscionable 
delay, that the jockey of Flying P^ggy hao once 
ridden in a pony race at a place, somewhere outside 
the pale of Christian toleration, called Roughton 
Fe^st, disqualified the winning mare and — gave the 
race to Postman’s ^Knjjck ! 

Keeping what is weakly called for die purpose of 
evading the law a ‘ turf commission agency,’ is most 
distinctl>‘ not all-beer-and-skittles, for, as Lord 
Durham observed in hiS speech before the House of 
Lords Corpmittee about fifteen months ago — I am 
unable to give the exact date, since the /cry first book- 
maker to whom I read the report as it appeared in 
the * Special,’ expressed a very natural desire to take 
the paper home and frame it, and I could not refuse 
him — The welsher who runs away with money can 
be punished for theft, whereas the backer who re- 
pudiates his debt gets off scot free.” And so it 
must continue until some sane human mind more 
coinplex than the rest frames a set of rules which are 
inflexible as — naturally, no rules can be. Didn’t poor 
old George Hull, wheif he was a Qrowner, make that 
sage discovery ? 1 think so.* His summoning cfficei^ 

had empannelled out a bare dozen, of whom th-* very 
first to be tendered ^the New Testament roundly 
declared thed> he couldn’t think of sitting. “ But you 
must sit, sir,” cried the Crowner, long accustomed to 
shirkers. '“Well, I cafi^t sit,” persisted thd*' juror. 
“Then I shall commit you to prison,” roared the 
Crowner, in a great passion. “Now, unless you 
instantly show me some good reason for your not 
sitting< “ Oh, that I’ll soon do," retaliated that 
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ratepayer viciously, beginning to unbutton. “ And if* 
you don’t call three blind boils on* a fellow’s-^ — ” ; 
but, %s at this point the only person in the room who 
wasnl: gigglinj was the * remains,’ that physically 
disqualified juryman \^as hurriedly bundled out* 
Only a little while ^go, when an Act to^secure the 
betting-house keeper a fairer deal seemed moderaitely 
likely, one Jimmie Herftlersofi, wjio, in quite another 
name runs a s*ort of racing bucket-shop, debated with 
me the probabilities of suofc^legislC^urji, if any, being 
retrospective. 4 , * ^ ^ 

“For, if only it sljould be,” said he, “strike me 
barmy if I wouldn’t stand a supj)er for a* dozen jugt 
to get Square ^ith a bit of a cavalry brat that put it on 
me for te^i^ponie^, an’ a perfect parcel besides, as long 
ago as las’ June! I ain’t so rich that I *don’t need 
any more red, nor so stony that I’ve lost hope of ever 
dealir? out flimsies like handbills again ; but I would 
put up a gorge for the satisfaction of havin’ a legal 
reckonin’ with that young bud from Aldershot I 
“ He was a flowery bit of a boy in the 15th Dragoon 
Gmards, partin’ his hair an’ his name in the middle, 
a Lieutenant Rawson-Tipton,” continued Jim Hender- 
son, with the wild humour and^appy philosophy that 
4 ead mn optimist to regard a mistake as an experience ; 
“ an’, cnly to show you the value oT caution, when he 
applied* to me to open a ledger-account, I put ^le 
litjle runt through three enquiry oflficos, an’ there 
wasn’t so much as jfie si^n of a matk against his 
name T He’d a family pedigree as long as a stud- 
bulldog’s, an’ wheq he wrote to me for a book o* rules 
an’ a weekly account, he sent md*a brace o* references 
that would have drawn wild birds out o’ the ruddy 
trees I • 
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“ He took me two-an*-a-half hundred to one, Volody- 
ovskf^ for the I>erby, an* up it rolls I Naturally I 
was anxious for him to go on an* knock this down a 
bit, but I knew he wasn*t at Epsom, -an’ I wouldn't 
risk wiring to the barracks. Anyhow, as luck would 
have it, I fell across him in the Empire on the Thursday 
night, an’ the sight of hfm was as sweet as the first 
whiff of wallflowers afl^r a long winter. We went 
into the big bar together, him an’ me, aft’ over a brace 
o’ cocktails I tfied to strb'g him on to something for 
the Oaks, but it was no bottle, fie said he positively 
£t?athed Epsom, an’, but for the Derby itself* wouldn’t 
care to own that he ever betted on anything that took 
place there. He wasn’t going to Kempton on the 
Saturday either, so that, as he didn’t play c^^rds, an* I 
couldn’t gtt him at the toss, it was a question of 
pulling out the brass on Monday, or losing the bird. 
Which did I do? Well, I don't care a dam what 
anybody says ; if you’d ha* seen his references, you'd 
ha* done precisely as I did. He was going over to 
Paris for the Grong Free, he said, an’ cornin’ back 
for‘ Ascot — he ‘ absolutely soaked himself in Ascot,* he 
told me — so I parted the cheque 1 • 

“ Yes, I thought you'd stare at that"' said Hender- 
son, as he noticed the look of dismay which doubtless* 
came over my features, just as if I had been suddenly 
stung. “ However, eleven days went by without my 
hearing from - him, but, on reachin’ the office on the 
Monday in Ascot week, there’s a wire from him from 
Paris, havih* a hundred •each way o^ Saxon fV)r the 
Grong Free, an’ a hundred on a thing called Lieu- 
tenant that got second in the first race — both on the 
previous dayl 1 began to breathe again! I half 
expected to get his cheque on the Tuesday morning, 
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but I got a Wire insteacf; fifty each way, Champagne, 
for the Prince o* Wales Stakes, fifty each way4rena 
colt fy thb Coventry, an* fifty up an* down Clarehaven 
for tlfe Stakes-j-all absolute buqce! Of course I 
didn’t knaw at which hotel he might be stayin’, in 
Paris, s?) I couldn’t stop him ; an’ on Wed^nesday he 
incieased it to hundreds. THc hac^ a hundred oach 
way each of* three: Austs-aliar^Sta^ in the Hunt Cifp, 
Slowburn in "the Visitors, an»’ Sabrinetta in the 
Coronation — all of^’em Wio’s-Grlfrit^s ! On the 
Thursday I reckon he spotted or^ that wa# as good 
as bein’ pa*Sd over — in Moscow T He; had two-hundred- 
an’-fifty to win, P'lyin’ Lemur for the New Stakes— 
the first one that .got hitched, abshlutel)^ ! It was no 
lie, thiilks-*!, what he said in the IJmpire about 
positivel)^ soakin' himself in Ascot ! Well, that 
closed his account for the week ; an’ the more I 
lookcefat those r^ferc iKVis, the more I could see; my- 
self tearin’ a little cheque for fourtcen-an’-g-half 
hundred off him on the followin’ Monday.” 

Once again he paused, seemingly to rc-swallow an 
invisible door-knob which had risen in his throJit. 
Wheii he condescended to pick up the thread of his 
narrative again, he ^id so in a kej- which suggested that 
1^ nokw saw how much •better it would have been, 
before^ drawing that cheque, to haVe gone down to 
the raihtay bridge at Charing ^ross and let a train 
run over him. ^ 

*^Did 1 touch that fo^rteen-an*-a-half ? • Not a ruddy 
oat I ” ke said. “^On the followin’ Saturday*aftemoon 
I took the rattler down to Aldershot, determined <0 
have a clean-up wifti the monkey or lay the whole o* 
the facts before his commandin’ officer. Drove up to 
the barracks an’ got past the sentries, but — the bi«d had 

13 
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flown! So-help-me-never if 'he hadn^t (so a Tommy 
in a'cin hat as I squared with a couple o’ blow told 
me) left the barracks within five minutes o* ;jettin’ 
my cheque, an’ had taken a hotel bar^maid alonrj^ with 
him ! Fancy takin* a barmaid — a bit of Sk barmaid — 
to a place that’s full of it like iParis I Why, a penny 
abprnethy at a, Lord Mayor’s Banquet is sane an’ 
sensible to it ! But it’s a mighty blacx’ look-out for 
my fourteen-an’-a-half hundred, thou*gh there’s just 
one chance: ,he’i, abser’*’, without leave — a deserter! 
On that ground, an’ no other, there’s just a possibility 
‘‘o’ the dibs rollin’ in After all. I pulled myself to- 
gether, set m^^ tosh on a bit straightcr, an’ sent my 
card up to the C.O.” . » 

“ And did he see you ? ” I enquired. .n 
** See rile I ” cried Henderson ; “ you mean did I see 
bim? What ho! Telegraphic address: Tabasco, 
London ! ‘ Wjiat do you want with my lieiTtenant, 

sir?’ shouted the peppery little beast while he was 
still the length o’ the stone passage from me ; an’, 
without givin’ me an earthly to string him, he roared, 
‘ r see by your card that you are a filthy adverti^ng 
betting cad ! It is you, and such scum of the earth as 
you, who have, by yout nefarious an’ fraudulent devices, 
drained this poor boy of his money, until, dunp.ed to 
death, he has fled from his country and deserf, ed his 
King, sir! It is you, you foul-mouthed, squalid, 
gambling horse-leech — (“ Gawdlummy ! ” interposed 
Henderson, “•! really thought as he was goin’ to set 
about m6!”) — who have pauperised an’ exhausted 
this pure an’ promisin’ young lad until — until — 
dammit, I cannot control myself I Guard ! Guard, I 
say ! Conduct this squalid blackmailer to the gates 
an’ kkk him out, d’ye hear?' I said, ‘You’ll excuse 
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me, Colonel * ‘Cfbey your orders, men!' he* 

shouts ; an' I suddenly rumble as there's a t^y of 
'em-ytwd privates an* a corporal — all got their hooks 
on me. ‘Go ^n, hustle the be^st out!* shouts* the 
cocky littje swine ; an’ it appeared to me that if. I’d 
got aftything to saji about my side o’ the case, I’d 
better get it out quick, so \ ycllec^ out, ‘iLook l^re! 
It’s all darn fine for your yougg military duds to cofne 
a-bettin’ on the nod an’ playin’ iup the “ pure boy ” an’ 
the “ promi.^in’ lac]^’ but J’tji jigg«re(^ if I can see 
where it comes in I I've never much as seen the 
colour o’* this young bastard*s br^ss yet, while fie— 
lordlovaduck ! — he’s played the hurried-teuch on 1^ 
an’ taken a tart to Paris ivith stock-fnoncy I ’ ” 

Leatin.^ Mr Henderson with an adul| and stainless 
elephant on his liands, I would casually observe that 
in nothing have we made greater advancement during 
the pikst quartej of a^century than .in the prf^ctical 
education of our young men. By gradually curbing 
the wild and rebellious dispositions of our schoolboys, 
and teaching them that Virtue itself is only one long 
struggle against the promptings of a vulgar nathre, 
we r|pw get, at the age of twenty, hun^an hard-shelled 
cases that cannot be dented Vith a coke-hammer—^ 
J^ra^ young financiers* and dealers, in whose veins 
flow^the rich vital fluid of the schdbl-farm turnip, and 
who cafi steam slap into the port without laying to 
for a pilot. Of whatever else the halflipg of to-day 
m^iy be short, he lacks np confidence* in himself, al- 
though the pictiyesque assurance with which he will 
demonstrate his theories with a black-lead pencil qjj a 
restaurant tablecloth may npt ccnvince the beholder 
that he is allowed to do such things at home. 

Long before the admirable Shifter entefeij upon 
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< Sporting journalism, he, by the way, took a private 
tutorihip to an unlicked cub who was also a fatherless 
orphan. Laziness and ignorance were then thg two 
most cherished characteristics of the average Eftglish 
boy ; but as this particular youth had to b^? whittled 
into some sort of shape before being dumped' into a 
posijfion that had ^long been an heirloom, what great 
good fortune was i^thatj sent Shifter aerbs's his path! 
The youth’s widowed, mother, greatly -impressed by 
the polished manner ojf j^jic new tutor, confided to 
him thatjv besides attending to her son’s education, 
she' wished to have the boy made practical ; she 
'..ished him to, be given some knowledge of the world, 
which, she w?«s sorr)^ to say, he sadly lacked ; she 
wanted him to be able to hold his own in^^th^ battle 
and struggle of town life. And Shifted readily 
promised to put him up to every move on llic board. 
Whether it was this harpilcss and ingenuous 
expression which implanted the seeds of distrust in 
the poor lady’s mind is not known, but she attended 
at the keyhole the first lesson on practical knowledge, 
and these are a few of the pearls of wisdom which she 
heard : — 

Never dodge a tradesman^, to whom you ,^owq 
money; on the contrary, go again, and if he is fool 
enough to cut up nasty, threaten him with bankruptcy 
proceedings. 

“Never go, into bankruptcy without plenty "of 
assets — on« paper. For 9 penny'or three-halfpojice a- 
piece you can always pick up on the Stock Exchange 
the five-pound sharps of some worthless stock or 
other, so that for every fiver you throw away you will 
get an^ asset of about £^ooOf and if you can't make 
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your estate show thirty shillings in the pound at that 
rate you must be a congenital idiot 

“ IJevdV dodge a friend to whom you owe money ; 
seizc^im by both hands and weep over his kindiless : 
he will g<jt so thoroughly heart-sick of you and your 
gratitude, that whenever he sees you comipg he’ll bolt 
as though he’d seen the dev'l I , • 

“ Never gdt really spoony #00 Tart of any kmd, 
especially on* a light of burle^ique whose liberal dis-* 
play of her hethcr J^mbs {4^ opposed ^o render stage 
dialogue unnecessary. If you jeel it coining over 
you, instantly fly to a fresh Thrt a^ an antidoJJ^ 

“ Never take a small knock with a (bookmaker ; JR 
owe one of th«mba tenner is as fa^al as •owing the lot 
ten thbusv^d- Wait until you can bejt with all the 
biggest Across tKe rails of club enclosure#, and then 
show ’em who’s which. Meanwhile, keep punting in 
* read;^ * on a very smalV scale. , , 

“ Never let yourself get shabby to look at : biggest 
mistake in the world ! It is criminal for a starving 
man to steal a loaf, for the simple reason that if he 
w^re in a decent suit of clothes, which must be *got ^ 
somohow, he would be in a positioi; to execute an 
‘ option ’ on an an:\algamatipn < 5 f bakeries. When you 
get into the world you ^ill see for yourself that the 
best-4lressed people arc those who are always on the 
look-oi® — Jews and divorced \^omen. ^ 

“Never listen to what your elder r<;latives say; 
th^y have probably IjJen wrong ’uns when young, and, 
now that they cgn enjoy themselves no Ibnger, hate 
to see you having a good time. » , 

“Never be above counting • your change; and 
always bear in mind what the country mother said to 
her daughter who was coming up to town* to be 
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*upprenticed to the Bond Street millinery: ‘For 
heaveA's sake be good ; but, if you can't be good, be 
careful.* 

“ Never ** 

But at this point the lesson was interrupted by a 
loud banging on the door, and, twenty minutes later, 
th^ijicw tutor was'back at the railway stajtion with his 
portmanteau labelled for'Londfon and a ^cheque for a 
quarter’s salary in lieu of dismissal in his fist. 

And what b^ame of tlTb'cub wk jse town education 
so s.orcly needed pjrfccting? Why, ten or eleven 
yf,ars In.cr, he was discovered at the old Adclphi Club, 
vainly endeavouring, to beat Mr Arthur Roberts out 
of the International Championship at Spoof, before a 
breathless ^roWd of more than one hu-ndred” and fifty 
confirmed dipsomaniacs. And so indifferent a game 
did he play, that he could only ‘tie* with the^,great 
comedian ; the final scores behig : — ’ 


Mr Roberts. 

A French policeman sucking- 
a' peppermint conversa- 
tion lozenge, inscribed 
“ May 1 see you home?” 

One new-made grave . 

One new-laid planet 
A Shepherd’s Bush ,post- 
mabter with a dyed 
moustache - . . 2 i 

Ont hard-boiled egg, 01 i, 
unknown . 

Total . , ij 5 


Mr . 

A ladder, en rapport^ with a 
paint- pot hanging from ' 
the top rung . 

] I A deaf chambermaid with a 


•*camel’i>-hair fringe . , 

. 

One speckled hen 

. I 

Six Mosaic wet rags ^ 

. 6 

Two Dover’s powders 

. 2 

Four prairie oysters . 

.1.4 

Total , . 

. i6 


Alas for the obstinacy and prejudice of parents I 
Yet another instance I might mention which arose at 
the Vy:toria Club in the winter of *86-’87, In the 
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annual billiard handi<!a(l), poor dear Arthur de Vere 
Smith was drawn against Fry, the ypunger, whg had 
then only^'ust begun to show his mastery of the game. 
ArthuJ had heard a great deal about the prowes.^ of 
his opponent, Nevertheless he took the odds about 
himsel^with considerabte confidence. Shortly before 
the much-anticipated heat came on, he called aside 
Fry, the and remai;ked quietly ^ut impressively : 

** If Fm to keep out of the wcyrkhouse between this 
and Lincoln, it’s urgently necessary. that I should win 
this heat. If that oby of yours beats Rie, therefore, I 
shall take«him out to supper, intrbducb him to s«m» 
of the hottest pastr/ orf the mu*ic-hall^st£(^?, an<4 
never Jeave hjjn night and day »ntil .^Jiave finished 
his education.” 

It was«noticecf that there was an anxious sonference 
between father and son, and Arthur, leading through- 
out, w#n somewhat easily. 

There have been sonli without number who *have 
matured under the watchful guidance of the wisest 
and most excellent fathers ; but in these days of 
excessive protective legislation for the young they 
may safely be left to ripen of their own accord like 
green bananas in a steamer’s* hold. * Once upon a 
ijumgier time, when the rosourceful Swears was casting 
about to find a youthful, gold-lined aristocrat with 
whom t 9 start a sawdust club in the coming winter, 
he — even he — steered up against one of these wol>fes 
in iambs’ pelts. • ^ • 

He^was a promisihg sortjof youth in more ways 
than one, and a juvenile optimist to whom the whole 
world was a hugtf Garden of ^rmida ; and Swears, 
wisely deciding to give the boy a good time before 
unfolding his very latest scheme for making a fortune, 
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metaphorically opened every tKiiij^ that came in sight. 
He carried the boy off coaching and did him right 
down well ; he drove him to the races and nade him 
win real money ; when Sunday came he took h;m up 
the river, and even apologised because the steam 
launch only had one smokestack. If ever u chap 
worked havd to deserve another’s gratitude, Swears 

did."* . 

Eventually the fli'ght of time brought ^ound the day 
for taking a decisive step, and Swears, having arranged 
to show tjie ybuth the thcomparji'olc pitch which he 
hackspotted, bade him c,ome early to breakfast. 

I >iJpe that you will like the neighbourliood, dear 
old thing,” sai/l Swears, who, mindful of the fact that 
no landscape can be picturesque with a haixlful of 
dead cabbage-leaves and an empty s3rdinc-tin in the 
foreground, had sent round and had tlie whole street 
swept at daybreak, “ But do have a mouthful of 
breakfast ; thart a fresh syphon just' behind you.” 

With that he drew the young ’un over to the 
window so as to avoid the dangerous possibility of the 
liftman overhearing, and whispered into his car the 
name of the selected thoroughfare. 

“ Not a word to a living soul, mind,” Swears im- 
posed — just as he once bouwd down to secrecy the 
late Mr Smalpagp of Maddox Street. “On your 
honour,” he said, “ on your honour as — er — as a, bailor I ” 

As to the premises ’themselves, which Swears and 
his prospective partner then went to inspect, they w®re 
more than \ desirable ’ ; ajid, though it would produce a 
panic in London to establish the principle that every 
heafse-agent who employs that overworked adjective 
is to be held strictly to his word, there was no misuse 
of tht term in this instance. As the precious pair 
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went from floor to fli^ and from room to room, the 
blas^, critical youth made no attenjpt to conceal his 
satisfaction. The place was absolutely made for them. 

“ ^ow,” said Swears, as he pulled from his ppeket 
the draft plan^ on which he had* spent so many mid- 
nightihours, “we’ll juSt settle a few preliibinaries* and 
then smash a bottle *of wine on the cciWng for luck. 
Now, thostihree little rooms at th^ top will be \^ated 
for staff bedrooms ; I notice^r^ tfi-day’s Morning Post^ 
by the way, the advertisement of ^ kitchen-maid who 
has been ‘ two ye^Ss in tlfe scullery wTth Pjince Louis 
of Battonberg’: she ought, to •be Secured, I thiak. 
The big room, just btlow, when filtcd with ft flft ati^l 
all tlyit sort of thing, will make An excellent kitclibn. 
On the floor beneath that we can put at least two 
billiard »ta^)les iti the front room, while got an old 
oil-painting of the Marquis of Hastings which we can 
stick ^p in the back and call it the card-room. But 
this, of course, \^ill be Vie room of th5 whole club, and 
the bar can go either over in that corner or alodg this 
wall here. What a room for a Sunday smoking- 
concert, eh? And we’ll have ten or twelve little 
luncheon tables across the bottom there; for you* 
may not realise, dear old chap, the potentiality of the 
shilling chop. I* give .you my word, old man, the 
^shilling chop is the cornerstone of England’s greatness. 
Suc!e^ is made up of trifles; it isn’t the man that 
keeps on asking his fellow-mbmber for the salt, i>ut 
the one who passesi up the mustard^ v^ithout being 
asked, that gets put on to, the good thigg when it’s 
running. Then there’s the basement, which will be 
mainly gymnasiim, a barber’s sh^, and lavatories. 
The water, by the way, has 
hundred dozen of soda anc 
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morrow, and, generally speaking, my tradespeople 
are as good as gold. There, then, is the whole thing 
complete ; now what about capital ? ” » 

“ A bout what ? ” asked the youth, vaguely. r 
“ Capital, working capital,” repeated iwears. 

Oh, jigger working capital’,* you don’t wanV any 
capital 1 ” lai/ghed the boy. ' “ Why, hang it all. Swears, 
your might lose it ! ’^ ^ . • * 

. And this after a month’s assiduous nur&ing ! Blow, 
blow, thou winter wind ; thou art not so unkind as 
man’s ingr?titucle ! ^ 

•Which brings” me ’’to -a memory of the night of 
lio^lcinfraji’s ('lose CambridgeMiire. Aboard the 7.45, 
or last train for Livtirpool Street, it was dark,- and 
dull, and cheerless. Fain would I have squandered 
the two holers and a quarter in swini^ slumber, for, 
after all, Newmarket is a toilsome pleasure ; but it 
was not to be. When man was made mortal, it was 
ordained that he should err, frequently and readily ; 
and I," day-dreaming as usual, had strayed into a 
compartment already more than occupied by two 
irredeemable backers-of-’orses, whom Providence deny 
'me the happiness of meeting in the Great Beyond. 

They were from the* East End, smelling of stale 
whisky and cigars — bearing *on the breastwork^ o(, 
their ‘’igh-class D. 3 . reefer vests’ the stains of the 
food that had fallen in transit — and they wrangled as 
only backers-of-’orses Irom the East can wrangle. 
Yet,' as far as I could judge, it was not of bets <Sr 
, betting that they bickered. An 6ft-reiterated “No, I 
don’t say as you wouldn’t, but I’ve been done in the 

eye so often that at la^st I’ve made it 'a rule ,” etc., 

from the gentleman who was sitting with his back to 
the engine, put it almost beyond the region of doubt 
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that he was stoutly dinning to have his leg pulled by 
his friend on the opposite cushion, who obviously had 
not Bi^illahtraed his boodle. 

The fatuous folly of this incessant war against* the 
satchels I • Are not the monstrous odds against .the 
backer sufficiently ilUistrated by so clear an object- 
lesson as the easy affluence of ^ the 6ulk his 
opponents f * What but -brain# an^ an early perceptfon 
of the way thh game lay lifted ©avis, ‘ the leviathan/ 
from the carpentaj’s ben#h. ^^cyriold^ from the cab 
rank, Steel from the fish-market, Head •from the 
telegraplf needle, and Alec •Hargs from the bhkff- 
house ? And with what honest pridp did ^the 
named tell ipe in his own drawTng-rot 5 m how it was 
through seeing ^his fellow-workmen — Jewish bakers, 
all of th&m — consistently doing in a portion of their 
weekly wages that he took to bookmaking, the first 
bet tlfat he evcf laid .being fivc-anc^-sixpence to a 
copper — sixty-six pennies to one — against Disturbance 
for the Grand National of *73. Nine years afterwards 
he made a fifty-thousand pound book on Corrie Roy’s 
Cfsarewitch. As poor dear Charles H addon Spurgton 
observed, If two pennies are put into a bag and 
shaken up, they wfll get togctlfer ; he that hath shall 
ham” Yet hope is.ne!Vcr Reeded out, but springs 
like ^rass tufts in a gravel path. * Only a few hours 
before beginning this writing l^was speaking to a very 
poor man, a cabman. He was out of work, and Sad 
just had his licence indorsed for ‘saucing a rozzer/ 
he sakl ; he hadjiad to pawn his overcoat •to get the 
money to bury his wife’s mother ; his own wife, was 
at home without a bit of tea or a bundle of wood in 
the house, but expecting her ninth child ; and his 
eldest son had just been ‘ pinched ’ for picking pockets 
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jn Westminster Abbey. Net^ittheless he was com- 
pletely happy, foe he told me he had got the biggest 
* tribble event * for the following day ever Knqwn in 
racing — Glass Jug, good ; all on Pitch Dark ; a.ny to 
come half-a-dollar up and down, Plum Picker. Of 
what use is it to try and reason with such people? 
None — nix'^absolutely. You might heap the coals of 
reprobative argument oii that cabman's head till your 
scuttle was exhausted, but the first bdotless wretch 
to come along with news ^f a Ne-wmarket gallop to 
communicate, would own him boefy and soul ! 

^ Musing over these things, and pondering Whether I 
^lotii^rTiave a, twopenny sausage roll from the train 
boy at Bishop’s Stanford or save i^" fo»' a glass of 
bitter at Liverpool Street, I must have fijUen'^asleep, 
for my neect remembrance is of our glidinginto the 
terminal station and making with one accord for the 
refreshment buffet. . , ' 

, « I 

And the punter and his pal were there. 

The latter still persisted in his importunities, but 
the hum of urgency that had previously characterised 
his* appeal had now died down to a mere mercena^'y 
purr. He would, I should say, have accepted a cab 
jfare with much gratitude, but his friend of the flinty 
heart was doing nothing, Again and again the needy 
one implored his obdurate chum to shake out at .least 
a deuce of whites : but the result was never iii' doubt 

' V. 

Fitially the worm turned. 

“ 'So this is the way you rppay a turn is it, you dirty 
dog?” shouted the baffled borrower, now bent on 
showing up his mate. “ It’s no use for you to say as 
you ain’t got none,, ’cos I myself ’see yer take five 
fives, Galloway, off o’ the Jarveys : yet ye refuse me a 
paltry brace o’ blow I To *ell with yer I An’ to think 
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o* the turn as I d( 5 n^ yer last winter, just acos I 
happened to be a bit flush o* brass ! ’V • 

“\\Jhaf did you ever do for me?” sneered the 
tempted one. Meantime the crqjvd closed round* for 
* dirty dog’ is a fighting cue. 

“ Wtiat did I do fo^ you ? ” echoed the taunter. “ If 
ye want me to repeat it, then I will^ D’ye remejjnber 
the Christmas afore last, •Jim 5.00k ? an’ d’ye remember 
the fact that Stepney Workus was full — chock full?” 
JJm Rook flubht^l crimen Jout did ijot answer. 
“Chock full they was, an’ turnin’ oPem srvay!” the 
tormentdl* bellowed. “ An’ what ^id I do to ^er^fb 
you, Jim Rook? Didn’t*! go an’ tal^ rr^y SldlalHuf 
out StegTJcy .Workus purely*an’ simply in order 
that ybu c^uld put yours in ? Now th^n ! ” 

It wrfs irrefutable, incontrovertible ; wc* could all 
see that. As Jim Rook turned to slink away, he 
drew h florin frgm his, breeches pocket and flujig it 
scurvily at his asperser’s feet. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind ; thou art not so un- , 
kind as man’s ingratitude I 
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Of our brave ^cfentfers — Patsy me paraiyscr— And his breeches- [Socket 
^alisman — The blow that knocked out Sister — Patsy lelrieves his 
Lockhart’s-on wheels afire — Baillie Guthrie — Ills considera- 
tion for a schoolfellow — A thirteen-iound ‘sciap’ in St James’s 
Park— Of Colonel N'wrth — And Kltham hospitality— Sefipr Oon 
Smith — Of the Cazadotes de ponchos — And Don ^ilvcro Niculoso 
— Bring Electricity to Argentina— A trianpilar Contract, and — 
A white^cruiser — Backeis who *go for the gloves’— The Jubilee 
Juggins shoots in a jiigeon mat(.h — For the l>enefit of Captain Crook 
-rAt the expense of Cliij)})^ Noiton. 

There can be no grander or more impressive sight to 
an Englishman, to whom a diminished trade and 
increased taxation have brought home all the true 
glories of war, than that of a scarlet coat fightipg 
fearlessly till it falls, its wearer bathed in his own 
life’s blood. Scores Atid scores of times, five-and- 
tWenty years ago, have I wall^ed for miles to .gaje 
upon this beautiful spectacle, then generally to be 
seen at about two o’clock in the afternoon in the 
foorpcnny-ale bar of a public-house that almost faced 
the*- Artillery JJarracks in the City Road, E.C. The 
brave lads«who fought wiere militia Recruits equipped 
in scarlet serge, boots so new and full of natural oil that 
they literally bleateij for blacking, and a thirst that 
amazed even the City Road. Their main object in 
taking the Queen’s shilling was to become possessed 
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of a belt with which could kill a police-constabl«, 
for every night they vowed that they were ‘ 9 Ut for 
deatl|,’ aftid that they might come across it was the 
earnofit prayer in which their , families frequently 
joined. yVnd so primed for battle were these lads, 
that, f)ending the arrangement of a match by the 
Foreign Office, they would *daily pjoceccf to lic^ one 
another info* curvature «f th^ spine before the eye5 of 
admiring coiTirades standing at ease against the bar* 
aforesaid. ^ ^ ^ 

dne of the hottest of this military mob was a fellow 
called * Patsy the paralyserf in pommemoratioh bf 
his never failing to put his opponent tp sleep. SeTng 
a co«ksur^rontjradictor, Patsy hearly "always haef a 
custorher pn hand ; but his victories always were 
dishonestly gained. He was never without a penny- 
worth of chloroform in his breeches pocket, and, on 
seeing trouble si^rely cqming to him, ^would lea^e his 
companions on some* excuse for a moment, and 
quickly rub a little of the dense, limpid fluid on his, 
short-cropped hair. Then, when the storm broke, 
Pfitsy would go in with his head down, and, confirting 
his 5sts to his antagonist’s ribs, would rub his nut 
well into the other fellow's n!outh and nose, usually 
getting him so daz«jd 'and groggy that his defence 
bec^e wild and weak, and to uppercut him or knock 
him out in any one of a dozen^brilliant styles was as 
easy and pleasant as eating raw tripe — and thaf is 
‘Heaven enow* to the Opiars of Shoreditch. Patsy 
would then condescend to drink with almost anybody, 
and would go off with whichever young woman in 
the crowd he fancied ; wffiile* the loser, generally 
exhibiting a dainty souvenir of the evening, would 
give his views of how it happened, and explaii^ to the 
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delight of his intimates, the oliw by which he would 
turn the tables at the next encounter. After all, it is 
the loser, not the winner, who earns the proutl t^le of 
‘a I are plucked 'up/ and one who positively# loves 
punishment. Yet Patsy’s presence in the. Army at 
all was a mere accident, since he had formerly been 
quit^ satisfied to .sponge on his sister, who had kept 
a small greengrocery shop in St Giles’s till a flinty- 
hearted landlord sol dr her up. In her prosperous 
days some kiijd 'frienej had pro<?jred for her ^the 
contract to supply with vegetables an orphan training- 
school^ and, with the prints derived from this bargain, 
she kept thing? at high-water mark for a while. But 
her inability fo compete with men in tbe,^ buyhig of 
her stocks caUj^ed her goods to fall below t^c standard 
imposed by the steward of the institution, ahd, after 
several remonstrances, she lost her charter. She had 
struggled on, tormenting her >oul under the bkne of 
rejected supplies, until she had received her corti^^y 
poor thing! over some sacks of Early Ne-Plus-Ullra 
red-skinned flourballs which .she had fondly thought 
wei'c the perfect pippins at fifty-seven shillings. 
Back from a profitless interview with the super- 
intendent of the hoihe, she had, come and flung 
herself upon her bed, to give ^ay to her black desf ai^, 
wailing and sobbiflg as though her very heart vifould 
break. She had cried, herself hideous by the 'eime of 
her brother’s return, and all that he could elicit from 
the ruined woman was : 

“Undone! Undone! Undone! The G-g-gordon 
B-b-rboy’s taters ain’t b-b-big enough ! ” 

For fifteen long ye.ars I clean lost sight of Patsy ; 
yet Fortune kindly placed me on the scene when the 
ex-miUtiaman got his first and only hiding. Fifteen 
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years had brought ^^e^nto Fleet Street, and, for a 
short season, my duties ordained theft I shoulcV walk 
home^hrSugh the quiet and deserted streets at three 
in the tnorning, when the fairies have all gone indc^rs, 
and even Jthe garrotter5^and the sandbaggers of Soho 
arc in3ulging in the *rcst which we must all take 
sometimes. ^ The self-same fifteen y^rs hacl translated 
Patsy to the* post of driver ^ admail auxiliary fiTe- 
brigade, consisting of one hG*fse, three persons, a * 
‘ mapual * of vener^le patiprn Jour «xe|, three leathern 
fire-buckets, and three black-and-bra^s hclfnets — the 
whole located in a ver^ small ^nd a»vil-smelling sAbft 
down a narrow mews hard by my o\^ abocie. 1 he* 
brigade wag, supported by levies made ofl the fooli'>hly 
charitable, *intil^ a vigorous and sustained attack in 
“Londofi Day by Day,” in The Daily telegraphy 
dissuaded these from parting, and circumscribed, by 
starvii% out, tf^ bric|^de’s sphere ^ of useles|ness 
beyond the possibility of revival. But it fell, ^ upon 
the very early morning of which I speak, that, just as^ 
a neighbouring tavern was closing its doors, and its 
customers, mostly intoxicated, were dribbling across 
the r®ad to a small and cheerful coffeq-stall on wheels, 
that the ‘ Lockharj’s-on-rollers * itself caught fire, and 
its roof blazed up tight .merrily. Making hasty 
enquiry, two or three of the revellers soon found out 
that thd peripatetic restaurateuv had caused the con- 
fl^ration by upsetting his paraffin urn-lamp, and*he 
was vainly and angrTly endeavouring ^to stamp out 
the ffemes, whidh were rapidly licking up the floor 
of his vehicle. Then somebody, more sober than the 
rest, remembered* the dozing auxiliary brigade, and 
straightway rushed off* to summon it. Anon Patsy 
and the proprietor’s son came round. Taking 
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Qommand of the situation, and*w'>thout even consulting 
the cQ|fee-stall man (who, with a gallon of raspberry 
jam and much broken earthenware underYoot, was 
loudly using language that was, if possible, '‘more 
deplorable than the conflagration itself), they/Jiscussed 
which was the better course — tp fetch the engine to 
the fire, or take th^ fire round to the engine! Could 
any tut master-minds Ijave debated sucfi an alter- 
alive ? 

Ultimately i): was dycidfid to ,Lring the raging 
holocaust under the range of the stable hydrant, and 
fc/urteen willing hands— hny own amongst them — fell 
upSn th^ heafed coffee-stall, and, amidst ringing 
cheers of “ AlKtogetHer ! ” and a wolul upsetting and 
free distribution of hard-boiled eggs (laid at. Woolwich 
Arsenal !),‘the machine was rattled over the scones to 
the mews and triumphantly drenched outside the 
stable door. Apd how Patsy^ little ^scenting danger, 
did handle thac hose! First the stream of water 
,^ent straight into one corner, then straight into 
another ; then, by a little tremolo movement of the 
right wrist, Patsy would throw a fluted or wibbiy 
jet d'eau that sprayed outlying interstices. Never 
before had I realised the difference -between skilled 
and unskilled labour at^the ba^e of a squirt! 

As Patsy playfully trained his last cascade ,into 
the funnel of a glass lamp-chimney, and shotited to 
an ‘unseen comrade to turn the water off, the coffee- 
stair man, who Jhad been washing the raspberry jam 
.off his highlows beneath the tap, came out of the 
stably and glared at his salvage stock. An expression 
of grief dominated hfc features for a few moments as 
he regarded the havoc wrought by fire and water, but 
as his gaze fell upon a certain circular and sponge- 



2II 


» PITCkER IN PAR4DISE 

like mass which lay in one corner, his sadness fumed 
suddenly* to rage. 

“My gawd I ** he gasped, and, tiyisting the hose .out 
of Patsy’s fists, •he called upon that dexterous person 
with afi oath to ‘ put ’em up.* Bang ! bang ! went his 
right and left into the fade of Patsy, ^ho, though 
not knowii'g what he /ought for, .still saw that ‘he 
must hustle. • There they stood? toe to toe and often • 
knee to knee, and^smash^ away a( or^e another, until 
a cracking punch, flush on the mouth, spi^ad-eagled 
Patsy, leaving the coffee-stalUkedppr triumphant? bift 
still infuriated. * • • • ' * * 

“What for?” he echoed, when Vc interrogated him, 

“ what • for^ Why, haven’t you seen the needless 
damage*what the unprintable expletive bcvist’s been 
an* done, opposed to all reason an* common sense? 
Positi\»ely been an’ played on the plum-cake till* he’s 
rewined it ! ”• * • \ 

But for expert amateur boxers no coterie that ever 
e.xisted could show such a phalanx of punchers asihe 
ol^ Pelican, and by pretty common consent poor dear 
Baillie Guthrie (who fell in South Africa) was rightly 
regarded as a terror. With tlfc magnanimity of the 
m,^who can take* carp of himself, he was the last ’to 
provoke a quarrel ; but when the •limits of even his 
patienc* and good-nature were exceeded, he cared not 
a jot whether he pitted himself against a box?hg 
champion or a brace of coalheavers. Hjs factics, \^en 
his qqarrel was ^vith A man of his own social status — 
and, oddly enough, it was an old schoolfellow o{ his, 
Stifly Smith, whef was constant)^ taunting and pro- 
voking him — were ever governed by the most 
gentlemanly consideration, even by what some^might 
consider excessive courteousness. P'or instance, at 
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tlie bar of the cli^b one night, Siiffy elected to indulge 
in thaf indirect form of provocation which consists in 
saying loudly to one man the things you i?itend 
another to overhear. It was the mcjre grievous to 
bear since Guthrie had a corliparatively newichum 
with him, and finally it becafiie quite intolerable. 
Ne^vAtheless it Remained for Baillie to-- begin the 
^actual battle. * % . 

“ Nothing but a tumbler of liquor slap between the 
eyes can n^icet ^ihat brute’s Tast remark,” said Bidllie 
qiiietly to his cbmpuniqn ; “but, as he is a .decently 
brfipd^n,% he musf have the best — the very best. 
George” (to bar-^endei), “put two liqueurs qf the 
very old brandy — the three-shilling ‘braiTiIy — ,’nto a 
long tumbjer, Vith a bottle of Schweppe^Dfif^the ice. 
That is all, at present.” 

Th,cn, having first paid six-and-sixpence fqr the 
exquisite peg, h^l took the tumbler in his. right hand, 
stepped in front of the old schoolmate, and, bowing 
^sardonically, said : “ Stiffy, you have been asking for 
this,for the last ten minutes. Take it ! ” 

• And swish went every drop of the contents of tfie 
long tumbler into the tormentor’s face ! P'ight ? ^yc, 
naturally ; indeed, it was a flull week with nothi^ 
‘ doing when the sport-16ving ratepayers of Denman 
Street, Piccadilly Circus, didn’t witness frou^ flieir 
front windows at least* one punching match between 
Pelicans in <he roadway, though, when the dispute 
was really §crious, Swear^’ birds had a famous, if less 
handy, pitch at the bottom of the buke of Vork’s 
steps.* I 

It was, indeed, beneath the shadow ol the historic 
Column, on a dark and moonless night in April, that 
a hansbm cab set down two tallish men attired in 
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evening dress. Th^*'!iiyere a certain doughty naval 
lieutenant, who had a bone to pick ,with Guthrie, and 
his second, the irascible Stiffy Smith. Bidcfing the 
cabryan await their return, they descended the ^teps. 
Almost immediately a second hansom turned in from 
Pall Mall and deposited three more men in evening 
kit — Baillie Guthrie, Teddy Bayly, •pressed into 
service a:»* Guthrie’s second, and |ferry O’ShA. • As 
they also turned ‘down the <itdps, a. groaning four^ 
wheeler c.'..me i^mbling up, burdened with Fatty 
Coleman ; and the six men 'Entered t^ie pjrk. Along 
by the* wall on the right* 'and Bayly# s(K)n 

pitched on a convt?nieAt spot, and, with#botft men 
boiling to be at it, no time wj«s wa?tsd. Both were 
big ifien,*both were scientific boxers, and both were 
fairly fit, so tHht, with enough bad blodd between them 
to have accounted for murder, they made a splendid 
showing. P'or four rounds it was either man’s, fight ; 
but, ju.st as Jerry whispered, “TinW boys,” for the 
fifth encounter, two police-constables appear^ upon 
the scene. 

^ “ Pl’m ! we could have done without you fellpws,” 
observed Bayly, as he slipped a bit of gold into the 
first policeman’s fist ; “ still, as officdi*s yourselves and 
nj^n of honour, J^ou won’t mind these two gentlemen 
settling a little difference ab^out lady, will you ? ” — 
not that a petticoat had anything whatever to do with 
the quarrel. * • 

• “ Oh, cert’nly no%, sir,” said the constable ; “*but if 
yoi^ wouldn’t ^mirAi gom’* along beyoi\d Marlboro^ 
House — say about halt way between that an* Buckin’- 

ham Palace — you’d be off our ground, and — er-^ ” 

“ And you’d probably like to see the finish of it 
yourselves?” observed Teddy, completing the sentence. 
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“Well — er — you’d be off^:ur ground anyway,” 
replied the constable, not willing to commit himself. 
“ And,*Dy the way, there^s one other little mz^tter.” 

“ What’s that ? ” ^ 

“ ifou’ve got two hansoms and a fourwheeler waitin’ 
for j^ou ? ” * ' #1 

“ Certainlyi” *■ 

“,Tf**you take ’etn along with you, tell ’em to put 
their lamps out.” * ^ * 

Beneath a lamp-post which stood about midway 
between the to^n residences of Queen Victoria and 
th^ IJrince of Wales, ^Fatfy’s fourwheeler drew up, and 
thok^uf^per, half of Fatty himself* protruded from the 
window. Tfic^ darkened hansoms brought along the 
now well-blooded principals, and nine "mord' desperate 
rounds were fofight, the only transgressor aigainst the 
customary silence being an excited cabman, who, 
apparently surprised at the absolute fairness gf the 
fighting, kept oij( crying out to? the ndval gentleman: 
“ Hit tnm in the wind, sir ; hit him where he keeps 
Tiia ’lea ! ” — ^just as the doubtless delightful Mrs Robert 
Fitz.^immons ever and anon encouraged her husband 
fn his memorable battle with Mr Corbett, by calling 
to him : “ Never ‘mind his nut, Bob ; hit the blanky 
tinker in the ribs ! ” . • 

Compensations there may be 'for every misfortune, 
and, as Slavin once observed, even the man with two 
blaok eyes can gain additional pluck on reflecting that 
he cannot possibly get four; but, in the thirteenth 
round, the naval lieutenant, Stepping on a kerbstone, 
sprained his ankle too badly to proceed, and was re- 
luctantly compelled to give in. 

Save for such meetings between friends as the one 
above, and in which one has the luck to be included 
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only by accident, fifelihng is every bit as dead as 
Diogenes ; and even boxing is divesfed of so miany of 
its briitafities, that no self-respecting gentleman can 
possiWy sit ouj a modem ten-ronnd contest without 
confessing that he fee^s most infernally bored. Too 
much money has killed fighting. It may be the 
invariable |jabit of all ages to lament that the miners 
of the existing generatidn sh®w a/alling-off from those 
of days gone by, but nothing to be seen in the boxing* 
wory to-day can\)e corwpare^l to*th(% merry mills of 
fifteen years ago, when a stake ^doivated Iby George 
Alexander Baird or, Cojonef John T. North w^s^to 
be cut up. f * * • 

And pofr old ‘North, what a royal rdbgh diamond 
was he ! And jvhat a potent and alluryig come-on to 
the inventor on the look-out for capital, the Queen 
Victoria Street promoter with the wild-cat scheme, 
the iihpecunioui holder of the snidfe 'option ’*on a 
claim in Burmah on which rubies hacXbeen foynd in 
such quantities as to menace local agriculture I Jts- 
waylay the Colonel w.is the chief care of many a 
busted genius who still perambulates the asphall of 
Buclilersbury, ' rain or shine.* And jvhen at last an 
invitation to diny on Sunday at Eltham had been 
gii^fed — for, as the infclligqnt foreigner long since 
discovered, everything in England begins with a 
dinner— what a temporary Tiheebaw did the poor 
scheming wretch become 1 How little he imagined, 
as he made his way f!o Ekham in his “hurrah clothes 
and his brain in^uch a whirfthat he couldfi*t hear the 
traffic, that for all the chance he would get of a -quiet 
five minutes with'the Colonel, he might have climbed 
a tree in Hyde Park and stayed there. But so it was. 
The wily Colonel never coined his cherished aphorism. 
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** Luck is simply the faculty^ (seizing passing oppor- 
tunities,” with the least intention of himself furnishing 
the opportunities ; and before that Sunday ’s*^ gcYgeous 
entertainment had 'run to any lengthy, the mati with 
tho draft prospectus in his pocket would .make the 
discovery that he was only one of five-and-twenty 
felloes who had come down on similar ejrrands, and 
not one of whom, iji tlin parlance of the pavements, 
had ‘ any earthly.’ ' 

Among the itiinOr saiellitts in the train of th^ big 
comet, w?.ile it, wa^s still over the Arg^mtine, was a 
c^t^in wiclc-avvaker milifarx' sportsm.in who can always 
tl\ink of feafrelaof naoncy and look pleasant, as say the 
photographefs. I forbear mentioning his jaame. He 
may not have, enough righteousness t^ qualify Iiim for 
heaven, btit he is pretty snug in the very best suite 
of rooms annind St James’s Square, and *his custard- 
colopred phae^)n is the envi: of aU Pic'cadill^^. He 
has Ig.ved, and/ived in, and even fought for, Argentina 
,.*n ^everal of her periodical dusts-up with Chili, and 
it is due only to the fact that one of her leading cities 
adopted electric-lighting that he is domiciled there ‘no 
more. It was yi this wise. » 

When North brougiit fortune to those parts, and 
the native magnates began’ to^ hoard big monej^-^s 
well as to import *thc wine ci Cuidad Real for .their 
own drinking, the need of many municipal ^reforms 
became glaringly apparent. One urgent necessity 
was the better* lighting of the streets, and, with more 
wisdom than is usually to be found even in 'many 
European borough councils, a full and first-class 
installation of electric power was promptly voted for. 
Moreover, the venerable councillor whose particular 
perquisite^ the street-lighting was, was instructed to 
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hurry up tenders for L*ite new light — a circumstaiice 
which more than sug;gested that scjmebody wjio had 
already •greased the police had been sandbagged in 
error* Now this wise old hidalgo, whose white- violet 
modesty, forbade his^ esteeming himself ‘ as gr^at a 
thief as Cacua,’ still ^yearned to trim his corporation 
properly, and to this end assistance from* London, the 
centre of fhe civilised wojld, was highly desirable. 
He had not*to look far for aid* my hero, Sefior Doif 
Smhh, ex-ienienit^-coron^ of tjje squacJ|*on of listed cut- 
throats, whose cold-weather depredations kad won for 
them th'fe merry nickname ctf Cawdores de pon&io ^- — 
chasers of overcoats — was living in lavjsh kn^ury on the 
nexf block, Be,sides speaking the Spanish language as 
flucnfly a‘^any Castilian, Smith was the most polished 
gentleman that ever lay awake at night and sighed for 
fresh commandments to break ; so Smith was invited 
to dirtner. , « J • 

No lAatfer what advice he gav its effect was 
that during the next three months one of the mc^s t 
enterprising representatives of the great Broom Co., 
Qf New York, arrived and made a complete survey of 
that particular province of the Federal Republic, and 
wound up by handing U) tlfe old hidalgo a written 
'i^r to put in the eJeCtric light for the sum of two 
hundred and eighty thousand poifnds. Then the real 
angliifg started. ^ 

Speaking through his friend Smith, the Sefior, Vho 
professed to understand, but little tkiglish, enquired 
how much of the ?wo huifdred and eighty thousand 
would be coming into /its corner (just as though he 
had been an American boxiug champion haggling 
over the division of the price of the cinematograph 
* rights * ) ; and the exquisite Smith, havin|f ti^nslated 
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the enquiry and the answer it^rc^duced, replied, some- 
what dejectedly, Not a bean." With a disgusted 
grunt and a highly significant shrug of the shoulders, 
old Don Alvero Niculoso walked out of the roomr*— the 
local way of intimating that, §o far as he was con- 
cerned, the negotiations had terrpinated; but that, of 
course^ was only tg( let Smith, with his sniooth little 
argument, in. In a yery^few Gentcnces Smith unde- 
'ceived the New Yorkef as to any preconceived ideas 
he might have ^eld reg^rdin*^ the sxoiid integrity of 
the rulers 0^“ Argentina, whom, he said, had always, in 
the ignorance of th.'^ir isolation, believed in standing 
in when tuc* pay-roll was called. All the business- 
colleges in tlfe land of the arid parppas, J^lr Smith 
assured the electrician, taught that system and no 
other, so that if he (the Broom man) did not see his 
way to tender a duplicate contract in which at least 
seventy thoiisanKl pounds were put ,on for ‘ tlic old 
gentleman/ he ^^ight as well book his return passage 
tp New York and regard his lost hours in tne light of 
an educating experience. But the Yankee, though 
loath to lose the line, could not find it in his conscienoe 
to agree to that. , Had such terms been proposed to 
his house before he left 'the .States, he said, it would 
have been another matter entiiely. As it was, he baii 
based his calculations and fixed his price according to 
the lines laid down by, his principals in New' York, 
and,' though he had certainly allowed a slight margin 
in case of miscalculations, suqh a stupendous alteration 
?n the figupes as was proposed was wholly beyond 
him. . 

‘‘Then,” said Smithy nobly sacrificing himself for 
the satisfaction of both sides, “ 1 tell you what I’ll do. 
You mu^t not lose your journey, Don Niculoso must 
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not lose his little pickl/g, and, most of all, the city 
must not lose its light. / will accejjt your estimate 
for two hmndred and eighty thousand pounds, tender- 
ing onj of my own — for what sutp does not concern 
you — to the coifncil. It is certain to go through — -old 
Don Niculoso will see fo flhat — and when the work is 
done and the lamps are alight, I shall be Only too de- 
lighted to Hktid you you|; money, for, as you ma^f very 
reasonably suppose, I shall put «>n a little bit for my • 
own good offices ic;i the matter. Sq come and break- 
fast Vith me to-morrow morning and lying your 
contract <0 me for signature Ayd,* by the way, 4 
may as well pay yofl fife thousand on yctounf, By 
way of deposit.” ^ * 

Few*sorner bargains have been struck since Eve 
swapped Paradtse for a pinafore; but* the, deal was 
carried through — or very nearly so. Within twelve 
monthji the cit)* had its electric Jftinps in overy 
thorough faref, an^ miglity fine they looked. Don 
Niculoso ddubtless got his seventy thousand, tf not 
considerably more, for he purchased a country propfny 
near Rosario, and retired to it. But all that ihe 
American electrician could hear of Seftor Don Smith ' 
on the day after the city’s e:*chequer disbursed its 
* big^ gas-bill,’ wai that -he had gone aboard a big 
white cruiser which had been ‘lyings in the estuary of 
the rare old Plate for some days, and which, on re- 
ceiving him, got up her anchor and steamed away 
ndtthwards towards Monte Video. ^ • • 

In fhe ^uU ^nanBe the laurels noticeably go less 
frequently to the free and lavish disburser than to the 
adroit collector, silent in the possession of secret 
virtues of which he never was suspected. Only a 
little while ago an admired and valued brother^brush 
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pf mine confided to me hif«^ scheme for starting yet 
anotl^er society ‘tind dramatic bixpenny journal, and 
he incidentally mentioned that he had a cajJitaj, of no 
lesc than three hundred pounds with which he pro- 
posed to entertain his contributors to lunch^ancl keep 
himself in cigarettes. “But t^iree hundred will not 
suffice for ' your ^ first printers’ bill ! ” I cried. My 
co'mrade looked at pe \n scorn and am’used despair. 
“ My dear Arthur,” He said, in a tone that lamented 
our previous pounsels^ “ypu are Cm absolute baby 
in these* matters. On principle, I never pay 
{)rir'ftcrs ! ” c ' » 

Kor, \Vhen ^the latter-day professional backer of 
horses gets hi to a hole, does he pay .bookmakers. At 
the end of his bad time he goes for th^ gloVes with 
his mind«fully made up to win back his losses or take 
the knock in good style. It may not be a very 
honourable prefi'eeding, but the wisdpm of it is«beyond 
dispute. To Acttle’ would' be to dissipate in one 
jday the little nest-egg which would, by -the practice 
of ciirlain small economies, such as knocking off the 
three-shilling cigars and making it a rule to sh^ve 
himself, last its posssesor to the end of his j days. 
And at such times as there is a stable tip amongst the 
select that any particular plunger has got to ‘go^ont,* 
can’t his final stru'ggles be utilised by the blue-blooded 
sharp! In my mind’^ eye I have the coup 
Lifjon poor old Chippy Norton by a certain polished 
hunT-meeting *journeyman-stewwrd of the type stig- 
matised by the late Mr Fred Swindells in his deathless 
aphorism, “ A thief is a thief, but a heducated thief is a 

proper ( ) thief!” Such a one was the person to 

whom, out of respect for the costly and altogether 
one-si(ded law of libel, I will allude to as Captain 



PITCHER lA PARADISE |zi 

Crook. His real surryni? was nothing like Crook, but 
it ought Jp have beeu ; and, though l have no4 seen 
much^f him of late, he was very full of running about 
the tfhne that^^Benzcm, the poof ‘Jubilee Juggfns,* 
blossojned out like tha butterfly that was ‘ christened 
in a teapot and died in an l\our.’ ^ 

Captain Cj:ook’s natural bent for going on th^cross 
was renderec^all the mofe vi»ioys»by the fact that he 
was not by any r^eans a needy man, and he moreover* 
held ruling position in* many spf>rti*g bodies. He 
was the ipventor of the justly-cel^jbrated ‘ f^ipe trick,* 
which was a valuable a^/set \o hifti until it be^aipe 
known and shamefully imitated.^ If he \\^n a sellyig 
race wjth « horse which he was reluctant* to part with, 
he always Ifhd handkerchief smothered with blood in 
his pocket, and this he ever and anon applied to the 
animal’s nostriU as he led it into the sale-ring. 
Intending Ijuyefts, jun^ping at the conclusion *^that 
it was a c^se of broken blood-vesse^, fougl^ shy, 
which ma(fe a wonderful difference to the fignr? 
at which Crook subsequently bought his na'^ in. 
HTe ‘ bested ’ out of his sheer love of besting, and 
always with a proper consciojisness of the fact that 
his social standing was *■ sufficiently high to bl.uff 
niri5ty-nine out of any hundred of his possible 
accifsej^. 

There was some pigeon-shooting one day at a 
curtain aristocratic resort where that b?;anch of the 
sport forms the chie^ attraction, and Ctook had found 
out, with the iriAition which is the blood df life itself 
of the successful sharp, that Benzon was expected, not 
only as a bettor, but as a competitor as well. The 
Captain chanced to be leaning idly against a post very 
near the entrance gate, when a hansom, bringing the 
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quarry aforesaidj^and an outfit c f artillery scarcely less 
formidable than that of Daudet’s immortal, Tartarin, 
clattered up. Poor old plunger! Who that gazed 
upon him then in all his Solomonic glory could ever 
haVe imagined that, within an Incredibly short period, 
one hundred and forty- four of his wonderful linen 
collar^ would be knocked down by the auctioneer to 
an old do* dealer, o-g exile from the J^evant, at a 
sale forced by a creditorial horde, for a paltry eight 
bob!' “ - 

^ Oiji the racecourse and at the traps one reverses the 
oH copy-jbook adage : The man is known by the 
company that lie do:sn*t keep. So Benzon, with an 
invaluable servant at his heels — (Did you hear, 
or, having heard, do ^yoii remember, v.hat'^poor Fred 
Russell said of his admirable manservant ? He’s 
slow, he’s not pr^ticularly sure, and not uncomfortably 
hone.st,” he sai^; “but he steeps with a corkscrew 
chained round his neck, and it’s my belief he could 
gn 9;pu a cheque cashed in the Desert of Sahara ! ”) — 
bearing his arms and ammunition, passed by Crook 
without even a nod of recognition, though he doubt- 
less knew the Captain by repute. Crook was not so 
insensible of the young *un’s presence, for hardly had 
the Plunger enterecj the luncheon room to steady his 
nerves with a pint bottle, than the busy bester betook 
hin},self to a spot on the grass-edge where several 
well-lfnown jDookies hung about, and waited for the 
sport to commence. Chappy Norton was there, and 
' Crook immediately singled him out. 

“L6ok here, Bull,” said the Captain, “young 
Benson’s just arrived and is going to shoot here to- 
day. I don’t know what sized book you're making, 
r but Whatever Benzon wants, you lay it him — anything 
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in reason, of course— ^ncX* Til go halves in the bocfk. 
See?” 

Thore was nothing particularly out of the way in 
the proposition, and even if thTere had been, *the 
brawny Birmingham boolgie would have thought tsvice 
before refusing, for £!rook, was a member of the 
committec/najid, thereTore, an awkward man to (^end. 
It was probably well wifliin kis pevver to put the bar 
up against my bookmaker that he did not fancy, and 
that, ^oo, without much c^nsul'ifttioft wkh his breUiren, 
many of whom were not above suspicion, though a]l 
were cocky enough when.on tlicir dwn muckhill„ So 
Chippy put a good face on ^it, aiid ‘growled, a 
perfunctory : • 

“ All right ; Ijalves in the book.” 

Never did Benzon shoot more wildly th&n he did 
on that day, tlu)ugh he backed hisjgun heavily at 
every sliot. ^TherCaptaJn, posted conv^nientfy behind 
the compe^tors and in direct line of '^iew with the 
bookie, constantly grimaced at the latter, who, t^’r.g 
the cue, extended the ordinary six-to-five’s to tnirty- 
to«a-pony’s on very slight provocation. , 

Finally the afternoon camy to an end ; the last 
trap was pulled, the last little blue-grey bird took his 
leacten medicine and turned the inevitable somersault 
in mid-air amid a scattering shower of his own blood- 
spattered feathers, and the company began to dispense. 
T|je Plunger was off in the first flight, with character- 
istic impetuosity to go and lose anotHer * par cel * at 
some*other diveAion ; but Cfrook waited Behind and 
presently buttonholed old Chippy. 

“ Well, Bull, how much have yt)u won off Benzon ? ” 
“ About three hundred an* sixty, I think,” responded 
the bookie. Then he shouted out to his ^lerk, who 
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wus a few paces away/* HtVc, Jim, don't go messin* 
about an that bar till Tve done u'ith yer, my lad; just 
see what we’ve won off the Jewbilly ? ” 

“Y make it three hundred and eighty'^ put in Crook, 
with no attempt to conceal the* fact that he hacj, been 
keeping a record of the Plunger’ 5 bets on the back of 
a county-court summons. ' ^ 

“Three hundred r. ^n’ 1 eighty’s quite, right, sir,” 
asserted the clerk, after consulting the book. 

“ Then you h ive to g’ve m^ a hundred and ninety,” 
said Crook, turning, to Chippy and holdings out his 
palm., 

I^ut the'bookte didn’t sec it in that light. Surely, 
he argued, it would be time enough to settlet up after 
he got paid ; ac soon as ever llcnzon’s , cheque turned 
up on Monday, the Captain should receive his ‘ corner.’ 
That, however, , didn’t satisfy Crook. He was de- 
scended, ‘he said ironically, :(from <the old feudal 
Barons, whose^ijfirst, and indeed only, arti^'le of faith 
wp;s^ to take it in cash, and he didn’t propose to be 
put on. Unless he received his hundred and ninety, 
spot cash, Henry Bull of Birmingham need nevftr 
present himself, at the entrance gates of that place 
again — nor, indeed, at either of the race-meetings 
taking place in the coming week, for he (Crook) wduld 
take damned good care to put the case in a jproper 
light before his brother, stewards, and there were very 
few ruling bpdies that he couldn’t ‘ get at,’ in the lea§t 
pleasant sense of the term. 

MetaphoHcally at the point of the sword. Chippy 
pulled’ out the hundred and ninety and handed it over, 
and — ^well, to be neither precipitate nor prosy, that 
closed the whole incident, for the Plunger’s accounts 
were mossii^g on the following Monday and are still 
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unsettled^ There wem times when Chippy seemejil to 
think that Crook must H 3 ve had something more thftn 
a mere presentiment lof the approacSiing slump ; but,* 
in doling with gentlemen of the deepest dye, it 
does not alwa;^s pay to squeal, dven when one’s* tail 
is shi^ in the door. • 
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The ashes from whic^i the*4Vlicjn rose- Lord Qi/eensberry is solaced — 
The real | bread and cheese in The Pointsman — Appeasing the 
i Grumbler — The afltjr-^iour^’ jwlhouse — Willie Wiklci -Describes 
* his* journalistic life— And writes ? leader on the anniversary of the 
,Denny post^e st^mp— How Allied Cellicr changed a little cheque 
— Mournifij, Ia,yeaths and log-rolling — The Old Castilian on 'useful 
names — Bobbie Ashton makes a ‘ Royal Blue ’ cunque t — The 
models at Jeabne Syl vain’s — An agreement ‘^r a*^ partnership — 
Ashton’s^duplicity — The weekly remissions — Some of Sylvain’s 
customers— The beautiful Mrs Samtsbury — Kittic goes to Teddy 
Solomon’s Ball-iOf that ever- memoi able shivoo — And tV.ose that 
tCok part in it — Z\ sudden dissolutio'.s of jiartncrshii, 

/' 

Cqming dowi'istairs to his breakfast one morning in 
December 1885, John Sholto, eighth Marquis of 
Queensberry, found upon his table two communica- 
tions between which some sort of affinity existed. 
The first was a pricis from the ]Lord Chancellor, 
officially informing him that he. would not be allov/ed 
to sit in the House of Lords as a rejircsentative peer 
for Scotland ; the second was a round robin Vrom a 
do^n of the cheeriest souls in the Bohemia of those 
days, bidding ^ (as his intimates all called him) 
be of good ‘•cheer nor cast' down or sad at heart -over 
the Chancellor’s ruling (of which all London had 
heard), since he had that day been elected a member 
of the Spooferies. “ And when it comes to comparing 
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the Spooiehes witn tiic.® House of Lords/* the 
missive conclu4cd, “ij is a million *to one 01 the 
Spoofej;ies.*’ 

The vther name of the Spooferitfs was the Adel^hi 
Club, and, at tfie time^ of its discovery by Arthur 
Roberts and the Shifte^ it was an obscure resort of a 
semi*sportir)fj and dratnatic charact^ir, run by a^very 
decent fellow* named Tom B^ll,^iti having previouiSy 
been a gymncisium (it was, roughly speaking, only 
one big room wit?i a couple o^ biWiard-tables in it), 
and, later still, a practice room of tl\e baifd of the 
Corps of Commissionaires locfitcd hard by. Shiftejr* 
being afflicted with a crapulous hungei*for*plain focjjcl 
late at*nighl — (It ^as about this time, or^ littfe later, 
that ouP ersl^Nhile comrade, Cecil Raleigh, produced 
The Pointsman at the Olympic, for I went wit 4 i Willie 
to the first performance. We had diped somewhat 
lightly, And I waj^ therefiore apprehensive of*trouble 
when, in the^y second act, one of the actors devoured 
large quantities of real bread and che\e. It was 
visibly such nice crusty bread and such wholeSbme 
chemise that poor Willie could not conceal his rage add 
disapp9intment. As the actor gorged on. Shifter, 
unable to bear it any longer, called out, quite uncon^ 
sciou.«Jy, “ Look here, if ypCi have onions as well, I shall 
hiss’*]^fell an easy prey to the excellent tripe-and- 
onions arPd buck rarebits of the Spoofs. And so it fell 
that RoberU coming on nightly from the Avenue, 
and^Villie being alwaj^ in ^lomano*s at chucking-out 
time, the pair were usfially requested by sorne dozen 
of the lads in white ties to “ take us into your pot- 
house for an hour.” This thing grew until, weary of 
mying other people’s supper bills, the twain hit on 
pie brilliant expedient of putting down e^ch»and 
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sundry, duly proposed aitC seconded, as members. 
Full three years before the sfillborn. Star Club in 
Denman Street laid the foundation of the irnmortal 
Pelican, all the male notables in London flo<;ked to 
the Spooferies in Maiden La.ne. 

There were some strange eiicounters between the 
old ijiaterial and. the new in those chan^int^ times, for 
the government ebrks, who considered themselves 
journalists because they wrote dramatic criticisms, 
and the sere at.d ^ellc^w histrions, ftiiled to assimilate 
with the iYivaders. They were willing to join in the 
current spelling-bee, bUt they were properly horrified 
when one moWe sportsman, who had promptly added 
‘M* to tilcir ‘A’ and ‘B,’ roared out, on 'being 
challenged, ‘‘.They’re my initials ; and jnay I ask if 
either of you chaps have ever served writJ, as you 
seem to knoy my name rather better than I do 
myself revanche ^ two of tl\e aggressors tried 

to settle down to pass the afternoon with a chess- 
board, but, -fitter reciprocally advising one another in 
stridfcnt tones for ten minutes, were openly remon- 
strated with by a domiciled greybeard for crying 
out in the hearing of the hitherto uncorrupted barmaid, 
“.Check the king, you owlj check the king; then your 
bishop and your queen cap have a knight ^utl” 
The keystone ol the invasion was put on when a 
certain good fellow, ..called by common consent the 
(jirumbler, was elected, for, being more than merely 
useful witli the cue, he forthwith took possessioh of 
the easTcst billiard- table, and, though free frorp guile 
in the ordinary way, could pull a very rapid game 
out of his boots if his opponent would bet him a 
foliar. As l:he last of the mugs remarked as hp 
handed pver his five shillings, “ With half a quid o\ 



329 


PlTCHj:1l IN PARADISE 

the game I should think ^ou would^ be about upSo 
Cookes form ! ” , 

The* untimely death of poor Bell, just as he was 
beginring to reap his harvest, let in* as joint propriefors 
Didcojt, 'the agent, George Fredericks, ex- 

proprietor of the Bed/orcl Music Hall ; but the club 
was too fun of ruAning to be « affected any 
managerial changej, and* inus^ lyii^e been as good* as 
a gold minc.cfespjje the arti^-tic assumption of astonish- 
mentjon the part of the #ew c?.4:ercfs at the amplitude 
of the eighteenpenny lunch. Excellent cifrried fresh 
mutton and rice waj, I ^rem^mbei*, the first />/ai 
jour of the new firm, and whj;n tjjc irrepressi{)le 
Grumbler^ had wolfed about five plates. V»r it for his 
eighteen pence, ^and Didcott and Fredericks were 
con tern fJlating speedy ruin, he was discove/ed to be 
in tears. , 

“ Wlfat’s the matter^ ” asked the proprietors^, in 
chorus. 

“ Why, that curry.’* 

" Well, you .seemed to like it.” 

That’s just it. If I’d known it was going tefbe 
so damned good, I'd have had another gm and bitters ! ” 
At that very moment an alert page boy came up to 
the mianagerial novice*', with, “A gent over by the 
dooii wants the complaint book at* once, gentlemen.” 
And it turned out to be Fred l^ussell, who, in break- 
fasting on tinned tongue, had trodden hc.ivily with 
his dickiest tooth oA a rpund bit of oolJer that* had 
dropped througlf. * * * 

“ This will probably mean a visit to Bow Street for 
you johnnies,” he growled, “ but the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals \vill look after 
that” 
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**“Why, what’s the matter?” cried the anxious 
partr^rs. * 

Matter? Good gad, sirs, do you call*yoprselves 
sportsmen ? Why*, you’ve shot this poor cov^ in the 
tongue ! ” ^ , 

Barring the two worthy HeJ^rews who shared the 
proprietorial promts, and* the f^e or six jyaiters who 
divided the tips wl)ichj.in defiance of all club laws, 
they extended the hand for, nobody at ^hc Spooferies 
made the egrggiojs ijiistalg? of tak'ing life seriously. 
It being ♦i matter of social rigour for a gentleman to 
Sdefitify himself with a club of some sort,' it suited 
most adrfiirably the youthful and aged sa'>cs of that 
era to hours during wlijcl^ tfic da\vn is 

chasing avvay^the shadows of mirk in dcNi^nirin^ much 
tripe-antV-onions, and malt ale, and punch, and mixing 
with the brightest men in town. The best wit needs 
lamplight, and no gentler hymorist^ or more polished 
gentleman ever entertained tlic tlioLightlcjji) patrons of 
the Spoofs-^lie gilt-edged fellows who dropped in to 
killV^nc with a buck rarebit, but eventually stayed on 
to epend a delightful evening — night after night than 
poor Willie Wilde. The personification of, good 
nature and irresponsibility, Willie with ten thousand 
a year would have been mai^pificeht ; without either 
income, however, t?han that wliich his too indolcnj pen 
afforded, the poor fejlow was frequently irf' straits 
which must have proved highly repugnant to his really 
frank and Sunny disposition. No doubt his artistic 
inacthdty .was to some ‘extent •inherited, for, in her 
brilli^int if somewhat uncharitable memoirs, the gifted 
Henrietta Corkran s^s : “ Lady Wilde used to sit in a 
shaded room lit by soft-hued lamps in broad daylight. 
Her Jqpg, ^massive, handsome face was plastered with 
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white powder ; over her blue-blacky glossy hair was 
gilt cro^^n of*IaurehJ Her throat was bare ; lo were 
her atms, but they were covered with quaint jeweljery. 
On Hfer broach chest were fastened a series of large 
minijitu^e brooches, tfvidently family portraits, which 
came down almost aj low as the gastron«mical region. 
This gav5 her the appearance ol* a walking#fa 4 nily 
mausoleum.. She wore whife l«fl gloves, held a scent^ 
bottle, a lr\ce handkerchief, and a fan. Lady Wilde 
reminded me of a tA.gedy* queen* at a suburban 
theatre/; . * * • • 

Yet Willie loved "(to italk of) his work,gand woflld 
chai;pi the ears of the uninitiatcol witlf sijch spft s(Suth 
wind .as,* “ The ’journalistic life irksorfte? Dear me, 
not at all 1* /Cake my daily life as afn example. I 
report at the office, let us say, at twelve o’clock. To 
the editor I say, ‘ Good-morning, dear Le ^age,* 
and he replies, ‘ v^ood-rSorning, my dear Wilde. Have 
you an ieJ^a to-day ? ' * Oh yes, sir, mdeed J, have,* 
I respond. ‘It is the anniversary ot the^r^nny 
postage stamp.’ ‘That is a delightful subject for a 
l^der,’ cries my editor, beaming on me; ‘and would 
you 'be good enough, my deijr Wilde, to write us a 
leader, then, on the anniversary of the penny postage 
statnp?’ ‘Indeed I ^^ill tlij^t, w^th pleasure,’ is my 
an.^ei;. ‘ Ah, thank you, my dear boy,’ cries my 
editor, ‘ and be sure to have your copy in early— ^the 
earlier the better.’ That is his final injupetion, and I 
bow myself out. I ^ ay ‘then eat a few ^oysters and 
drinic half a bottle of Chablis at Swecting’.s* or, ^terna- 
tively, partake of a light lunch at this admirable club, 
for, as rare Ben Jonson says, ‘ The first speech in my 
Catalin€y spoken by Sylla’s ghost, vwas writ after I 
parted with my friends at the Devil Tavern ^ I had' 

t % 
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drank well, and «had brave notions.’ I then stroll 

toward^ the Park. I bow to Ihel fashi(Aiabl€;s. I am 
seer; along incomparable Piccadilly. It is grand. 
But meantime I am thinking only r>f that f)enny 
postage stamp. I try to rec?-ll kll I ever heard about 
postage stamps. Let me r.ee : there is Mr So-and-so, 
thejnrentor; thei*c is the early opposition ; the fii^st 
postal legislation ; tfift^n Vhe way stampsi are made ; 
putting the holes in the paper ; the gMn on the back ; 
the printing — alV these fietaiIs*come back to me ;«then 
a,,pafagrapn or 'Lvvoaboiit present postal law,s ; a few 
exfamplcs pf the crude drollejties of the official Postal 
Guide; perlit^isfas aiconclusion, something about the 
crying need oV cheaper lett(‘r rates. ' I think ,of all 
these circumstances as 1 stroll back a’onfg Pall Mall. 
I might go to the British Museum and grub up a lot 
of mijstyjacts, fcut that would be unv^orthy of a great 
leader writer, you may well Vndersfand , that. And 
then comes thp writing. Ah, here is where^I earn my 
monc;^ I rdpair to my club. I order out my ink and 
paper. 1 go to my room. I close the door. I am 
undisturbed for an hour. My pen moves. Ideas floV. 
The leader on 'the pwnny postage stamp is being 
evolved. Three great, meatty, solid , paragraphs, each 
one-third of a colymn-i-that fe the consummation to 
be wished. My ideas flow fast and free. Sqddtjnly 
sojjieone knocks at the door. Two hours have fled. 
How time goes ! It is an old friend. We are to aat 
a little^dinper *at the Ca/(6 'Roy^l and drop into the 
Alhambra* for the new ballet. I touch the button: 
my rriessenger appears. The leader is despatched to 
14 1 P*leet Street, in ttie Parish of St Bride, and off we 
go, arm in a#m. After the shower the sunshine. 
Now'fdr the enjoyment of that paradise of cigar-ashes, 
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bottles, corks, ballet, and ftiose countjess circumstances 
of gaiety^ and celaxatjon, known only to those who arJ 
indwfllers in the magic circles of London’s literary 
Boheftfiia. Is^t not delightful, boys ? ” And the toys 
woul^ rtfply, “It is superb ! ” 

But apprecialive awdiencps do not say'sfy creditors, 
and some^j' Willio’s*methods of rafcing the wi^ were 
peculiarly reflective of*his ^re*it genius. There was 
one dull week-c^d night when, as three or four of us 
sat ^^boriously doing i^)thini^ th^re talked into the 
club the^late lamented Alfred Cejlien HC was ^oing 
out of town, it seemed, ajid, as often happens (so i am 
toky to the man conscious of tli^ fackthal he has. his 
cheque-book in* his pocket, he had riwi clean out of 
ready monty.. And the bar-tender, t§> whom Cellier 
disclosed the fact, could afford him no relief since there 
wasn’t enough ^ust then in the till Ito have cashed 
anythfng beyonil a dq^l.ir postal ordjr. If was, then 
that AlfrVd turned round, and, add/essing^us im- 
personally, asked : \ 

“ Can any of you boys change a small ch^uc for 
me?” 

For an instant there was response ; then Willie 
Wilde aw'oke w^th a start, and, in a manner of speak- 
ing, caused us to stop^^rowing, by enquiring : 

‘iFor how much, my dear Alfred?” 

“ Only a couple of .sovereigns,” Cellier answered. 

, “ Tut, tut, dear lad, two are no good to you,” rejoined 
Wilde, largely, as a benevolent smiltf overspread his 
feattires. “Matce it five and I’ll do it Vith’^ very 
great deal of pleasure.” • 

This was a corker! We could only watch what 
followed in silent awe. Cellier, having written out a 
cheque for five pounds, handed it to ftViWe, whe 
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promptly drew fr^m the wat?:h pocket of his capacious 
Waistccat five veritable sovcreigi|s and handed them to 
the famous man of music. We were all dumbfounded, 
positively. For my own part, I felt p^nvincetl that 
Mich an utterly unprecedentc,d occurrence coulij only 
be the prelujle to something nuich more novel and 
startliij^g, and, ten'or fifteen miniites later^n^iy surm^e 
jiroved to be correct.' « 

Having swallowed a second whisl^y and soda and 
purchased cnoilgh 'cig^^ettes* to fill his case, Ccllier 
turned to 'oid us gpod-night. “ Good-nigh^, and a 
good time to you, old chap*”, cried Wilde, and — 
almost immediately ^rosc from his chair. After the 
disappearing friend he went and oveitook him pn the 
very threshold iof the door. • 

“Half a moment, my dear Alfred, you — er — you 

• ” (, ,, 

“ 'JA^hat^'is it, pld man ? ” i- 

“Yoyi said just now that you only Wanted Hvo 
sovereigns, c^dn’t you ? ” 

“I fiid, and two would have done me very well,” 
assented Cellicr. '■ 

“ Quite so. Well — er-j^the fact is that the sovereigns 
which I have just given you are tlje property of a 
friend, to whom, however, youifrcheque will be equally 
agreeable. But personally I am absolutely ston^ until 
Saturday, when I have several sums to receive. Now, 
woul^ you, as you say two pounds are sufficient fjr 
your own needs, grant me the^ loan of — the other 
' three ‘ 

And Cellier, being a gentle, simple soul in financial 
matters, forked out I ‘ 

Next to a certain fellow-journalist, who, when his 
c wife, a brilliant young actress, died, went to a leading 
/ <' 
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firm of West End floFists, and ^aid, “I want*thfc 
handsomest yreath that you have, to deposit on thte 
coffip ol* my poor near wife,” — and when the mag- 
nifictnt offejjing of arum lilies and tuberoses* and 
Camillas was made «p,,the sad voice of the moifrning 
widower, half "choksd witlj sobs, bleate^, “ Look here, 
let me have this for*nothing. I d«) the account ^f the 
funeral for five of thd leading^daily papers, and you 
shall have a pn|f that’s worth a tenner to you ! ” — next 
to ^his sympathetic oiiap, refloat* there were few 
more considerate spendthrifts than Bobbife Ashton.^ I 
admit, with regret,, thaj thi*s name is a fictitious ene, 
since Bobbie’s actual appellatj^)n ijk tod valuabki an 
asset t<^ be riitlalessly exposed. It is. a cognomen of 
distinct crunqjercial value : as Captain* Jones, the dear, 
impectinious ‘Old Castilian,’ once observec>as he read 
the list of the ry embers of the JockeV Club outsjde the 
weigMn^room <it Epy^m, “ Holy hopes ! ftiere ^re a 
lot of nanies there that would look dashed w^l on the 
back of a bill-stamp!” But though A^bbie and his 
brother jointly owned a highly prosperous weekly 
i»ewspaper, from which they derived and divide'd ap 
income of not less than scveijty thousand pounds per 
annum, he rigorously practised many of the minor 
economies of life, on«^* of which consisted in never 
talking a cab^herc an omnifciis would do. 

Now, most of the omnibuses which ply between the 
suburbs and the West End are largely patronj^ed in 
tTie early morning *by nvilliners’ apprentices going to 
thekr daily toif, and it was in a rumbltng caravan 
called, for some inscrutable reason, a ‘Roya^ Blue,* 
that Bobbie Ashton first «et eyes on Kittie 
Warner, I 

Kittie belonged to the great army oft half-pretty 
* I 
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'yoriien who have <;«ily the pcf^entiality of beauty, and 
ik>t the'J actual possession, but lj»er efforts to attain 
beauty had resulted in the possession of a grace«that 
was more than a substitute for the geriuine aiticle. 
The evident care with which hei>»dark brown hai|;‘ had 
been dressed, ^he good ta-^tc with which her clothes 
had }>e^ selected, and the faultless fit of her gloves 
and boots, combined* ^-o •Tiakfe her ten times more 
attractive than the victorious beayty who feels 
supremely sure oV hersclfi In thort, she posscsse<ijust 
that leaven 6f modesty which the conscienceless man- 
ab(^t-town^ who is sick of tlje flesh of sirens, houris, 
or lacniaj, feel's* peusona^ly railed upon to dethrone. So, 
when she left the omnibus at, as it subsequently tran- 
spired, the street corner before her usua,l cAie, Ashton 
instantly, sfnd as she had all along foreseen, followed 
her. It was thert that he made the dih'covery that the 
girl v^as as* well , spoken as she v.as well built, and that 
by occupation she was a ‘ mannequinl or livifig model, 
in the showiidoms of Madame Jeanne Sylvain, in 
Albemarle Street. As it was nearly ten o’clock, the 
^;jour at which Jeanne’s girls had to be in their placeii, 
there was little time for, trifling, but, though the ‘Eve 
in the girl was rampant enough, she could make no 
appointment for that evening on account of the strict- 
ness (actively) of her ‘ mater ’ and (passively) pi her 
‘ pater.’ These wise persons, going always to bed at 
ten p.fn., ordained that their daughter should be hom^ 
by nine — unlesS, as sometimes Happened, she. went 
‘to a concef^t or very select Cinderell'a with Isabelle 
Avery; her closest chum at Jeanne’s, on which occa- 
sions she was permitted to spend the night at Isabelle’s 
home, the whereabouts of which * mater * and * pater * 
believed* to 43e at Clap-ham and Clap-ton respectively. 
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As the rule, like Excalitu*") cut both ways, and*Jsaf 
belle stayed — in her parents’ imagiftation — with Kitt)f 
occasiormlly, fiiat litlj^e wanton thought that the follow- 
ing gvening would be a good, one for a mythical 
elocuticyiary ^tertainment. 

Af a quartei; past se^en on the following evening 
Robbie Ashton me{ Kittife Warner by* appointment, 
and, proceeding with his customary caution^ carried 
her off to oTie of those terrible* Roman restaurants in 
Soho, where Aey seyre a rapi^l-fi^ diner of seven 
courses with a bottle of petit %leu chucketj in for half- 
a-crowiT. To be sure, his«stomecfi revolted At %he 
greasy stuff, but hc*swatIowed it as a master of poMcy. 
Beitig rather deeply stung by^Kittie, this iiaisdiiy he 
refleftteS, i^ight easily become a permanency, and to 
take a. milliner’s girl at the very outset to one of the. 
more fashionable dining-places, wheije the wine was a 
pound a bottle* and tjie waiter looked gliim at any- 
thing sh(\rf of a dollaf, would be to g?ve her an absurd 
idea of her own importance. Too many \vt)men, he 
considered, were spoilt by having in'iiense* b-urned 
ground them. Moreover, and fully expecting to be 
ask^d all sorts of questions concerning himself, he 
had already formulated a sftt of answers, by which, 
with his habitUcLl and despicable economy, he became 
Mr Robert Ash, a publishing cle»k in his own office, 
at £ ^00 a year. This brilliant device would serve the 
double purpose of extinguishing the flames of cupidity 
lommon to all mistresses of lowly origin, lind of 
exposing him» froAi taking his dulciu^a mto thp 
charmed circles in which he proposed on alternate 
nights to be still the gay, d^bonnaire^ and case- 
hardened old chappie. In the event^ of his ever feel- 
ing like rashly overstepping these prudent .limits, he 
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i ou|o* always, he reasoned with himself, h^e won a 
tit at backing hordes. 

^ After dinner and a single liqueuj| apiece, Bobbie took 
Kittie to the Trocad*5ro, in those days a dead-^and- 
alive pusic hall with three male and sixteen^ female 
‘turns,’ the whole ‘enhanced oy a cori\manding (as 
the auctioneerb say^ promenade ard lounge where at 
ten o'clcfjk the evening-dress brigade met and bought 
drinks for the denii-^nondaznes — a nightly proceeding 
which old Bub pig;iell, the proprietor, billed and 
advertised a% ‘ The R<Sunion of Society.’ Here, in a 
pri ’ate box for which he paid two guineas, though he 
onl^^ owned, to ten-and-sixpcnce," J^ob Ashton laid 
verbal siege to Ihe lUannecjuin, whose philosophic 
surrender consibted solely in the artless aud^so'rro.vful 
.enquiry : 

“ Otherwise, I suppose, you will never meet me any 
more ? ’\ ^ ' , 

In something ‘^less than a month after tl is, Kate 
Warner had left her utterly impossible ‘mater’ and 
‘ pater,’ :vho were thereby enabled to wind up the 
clock and go to bed at sunset if they felt so inclined. 

‘ Madame ’ was supposed to have detected so much 
latent ability in her assistant, that she had advanced 
her position and her wages materially, and, as hj^r 
promotion rendered it necessary for her to live in the 
immediate neighbourhood of the showrooms, she had 
takec a small furnished apartment in a select lodging- 
house hi Davies Street. In proof of all this prosperity,^ 
Kate hande^'her mother a wliole sovereign tow’ar^ds 
the home expenses, which, even the most critical must 
admit, was corroborative evidence enough. 

For the first time in his somewhat chessboardish 
carecTi B^b Ashton felt that he was within measurable 
C 
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distance ofTomplete Hapgines& His cosy bach^or 
rooms in Crown Office Row, in the ^Temple, saw him 
on the avjeragd about three nights a week, arftl the 
other ^en in his house wonderpd whether he bad 
taken ^o cardiplaying. But Robert was taking no 
harm.* His method* of allowing his mannequin 
mistress about a fiver a week was ta enclose an 
approximate, but always odd, sum of mongey* in 
sovereigns aivl shillings in aif erA?elope before leaving, 
the office or: a F«day, and carry it^to her ‘just as he 
received it.’ The surpld^ or tlift shortage, as the case 
might be, was regulated by tl\e numtter of night# oa 
which he had been orf puWishing duty, and Jiis ability 
to surrender the whole of his eantings^wqjk by, rea‘?on 
of his ^njeying ad allowance from his rliother — small, 
it is true, bu? sufficient for his needs. Not that Kitty 
ever would take the whole of the n^oney. * With a 
pretty sense of inisclfishness, she regularly jretivned 
him wliat^v^r silver ttfere was in tlie envelope — 
usually about a twelfth of the dole — for, aft^ all, a 
man who is an all but constant smoker nieds ^ IHtle 
loose cash about him at times. And Bob woyld 
aedept these remissions with a playful bow, and would 
then Kiss the little witch chastefy for them five times — 
once on the forehead, oijct on each eyelid, once ou 
the ^ose, and finally oii*the Jips. , 

Y«t IJob was not precisely at his ease. His own 
deceit was but a trifling matter? The girl was mcire 
thvi well looked aftej; according to her staliion, and to 
have taken her oyt of,it woul^ have been Jo run the 
risk df losing her. Besides, with much leisure, women 


can generally be relied on to get into mischief :* nine 
hours a day at Sylvain’s was aboilt as fine a safeguard 
as a paramour could possibly carry. ^But, as Bob’s 
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earlier fancy for the girl gjpvv^into a m?xed passion ' 
between jealousj^ and affection, and ultimately into 
‘love, lie began to see the ui|desirable side of her 
connection with S)dvain’s estaolishment. Kitty 
often explained to him, the milliners o£ the W^t Find 
— when they were not mere*^male men, and tor# igners 
at that — were either one thing the other : ‘ frumps * 
or-^-wt.11, something else. The ‘frumps* certaiiMy 
^enjoyed a monopoly of t*ne customers whose pedigrees 
appeared in there were h&ndreds of grand 

ladies whp flocked tb SyK^in’s, too, and, heaven 
hnov'S ! Jeanne *Syk’ain*>vvas no ‘ frump.* Hyr ateliers 
Were the. very smartest thvit existed between Bond 
Stfect and Park Laffe, and their elegant appointments 
and snug little tea-rooms proved irresistible attr^i,ctions 
to many beautiful women, who often Brought their 
male friends wj,<‘h them. If these cavaliers chose to 
pay an account — as they invariably did — a cheque 
was courteous!*/ accepted, but^no su(fgestioj,i of money 
matter? ever emanated from Madame, nor was any- 
body (?ver coaxed into making purchases. P'requently 
the male escorts were privileged to express an opinion 
on a frock that was being tried on, but quite* as 
frequently they were- making assignations with the 
viannequins, and occasionally, in the case of mairied 
men, they were brought for Chat especial purpose : as 
is sometimes heard at Monte Carlo, “ Trap's, • noiry 
manque et impair:'* Number Three has gained — a 
much-needed opportunity to follow up a little affair 
of her own,. There was one no^le Iprd in particular, 
who had been so good to one of Sylvain*s girls that 
she felt personally affronted at being called to wait 
upon his countess, and once or twice she was on the 
point of telling him the name of the, doubtless, 
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platonic avJmirer — a •Hebrew gentleman of Cjy^el 
Court — who paid her ladyship's bills, but that the- 
peer wa^ tod rou^ to be trusted to reward •her hf 
marr]^ing her, even if she did help to obtain his 
freedom. Sdnetimes a man cannot see that a^wife 
who •ha’s sinned • witTi him before marriage is any 
better than one wljo has* proved unfaithful to him 

after. ^ • • • 

• ^ 

Whenever Kitty told Bolt oi* these things he grey 
displeased’ and •spoke of taking jier^away ; therefore 
the girl never mentiefned td him a la^y who w'as 
perhaps, as careless of the QmvQividrcs of society ns 
any customer that Madiime had. This wf^s a certain 
Mr.s Saintsbury, a beautiful vvoiftan ftilV* on the fight 
side ^f <hirty, ilnd of that same self-reliant type as 
was the bfa^ lass in the big railway strike, who, , 
when no driver could be found to ta^e the* train out, 
cried, “ T'// undtttake to run the engine if pnly. some 
skunk ofV felled will ficd the fire!” The burdens of 
widowhood sat lightly upon Mrs .Saintsbury^^ for she 
paid four hundred a year for her flat ift towj? alone, 
and was rarely seen in the same frock thrice, ^nd 
y%t there was that about her which won Kate’s secret 
admiration. Possibly it was lhat sh<! did not come to 
Madame's to drink, as sp'many ladies did. Kate haxl 
an*inborn horror of spirit-d^inkii'^, and although, as 
wa8 the custom of the dressing-room, in which each 
girl had to provide her ten slfillings’ worth — a bQttle 
oi three-star branch and a dozen of soda-watfr — in 
her tarn, she yras ^virtutilly compelled ^to take her, 
afternoon tipple with the rest, she really hated the 
very smell of the stuff. 

Towards Kate, Mrs Saintsbui^ had ^always shown a 
kindly consideration, attracted, doubtless, by the girl’s 

i6 
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manners ; and one , afternoon, wh*eh she had 
been giving moi^e trouble than she herself deemed 
iFeasonable, she slipped two sovereigns into Kate's 
righft hand. It was done so quietly, so politely, that 
Kate began to doubt her own earlier ji/ltgmentiof the 
butterfly ; Kate was temporarily shorf.'of monef, too, 
for Bob was fiway in the country ,tand Mrs Bellingham, 
the '•lafidlady of the house m Davies Street, had 
suddenly increased Kate’s rent from twenty-five to 
thirty-five shillii;'gs ? week. In truth, '^t was only Mrs 
Bellinghamis ill-bred icfea of retaliation, Kate h?iving 
pireviously compfaiAcd of the two young ladies who 
shared an* attic in the sarrle house taking twenty 
minutes *apieee each "^ight to say good-bye to ^heir 
sweethearts on the doorstep, on the groiinc? that it 
“didn’t look respectable”; but it ‘ was equally 
annoying and in^fonvenient at the time. A few days 
later Mrs<8aintsbury asked Kate if she had a, sweet- 
heart, and, beirfg told she had, "but that he'\^as out of 
town, she said, “Then, when you leave here to- 
night, romc^^and see me. I am not going out all 
the evening, and we will have a cosy little supper 
•together.” 

And what a happy 'evening it was! Just such a 
one as two unfettered schoolgirls might have spent 
together ; and wher. Kittie l€ft Mrs Saintsbury, who 
was going away for a month and would not retjarn'till 
early in December, she^felt that she already loved her 
as though she were an elder sister- — certainly as mu<Sh 
. as she loved Bob, for, with ^11 h^r affection foi* Bob, 
his extreme, not to say insane, sensitiveness on her 
behalf was slowly but surely inducing a settled feeling 
of melancholy ip her.' 

December alv/ays is a lively month for those who 
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are not too broke over the Manchester Noveniber 
Handicap, or those who, being flusTied with ijuccess 
and wine* by the resi^lt of the same event, were in- 
duced^as a nierry jest, to sit down on the Pulirhan 
footwarnier an?! go tq sleep, and who, on suddenly 
awakifig, were fjfin to fake the magnum out of the ice 
and .sit ijj the pail* for tSe rest £>f the journey to 
Euston, to ftnter heartily inJ:o ;tis amusement?; *and 
Bob returned from his country trip literally bristling 
with cash. Whatever Ijis busjneifs i» the provinces 
had been, it had turned out well, for l^ittiepfound him 
as free with the gold^as was aPeerfaIn dear old bj^o^e 
sportsman, who once observed, “ If by ^ccv:Wnt I m^ke 
a fivfir go as far §s most people make ^a*quicf, I look 
on mfsefSf as^ dam miser ! ” * Kate was^far too shrewd 
to ask .imperSnent questions, though she^ literally 
tingled with the curiosity of a Clui'p’^‘5 w^hen Bob 
handed* l^r a tanner ^ind told her to get •herself a 
pretty bail-foom froclc by Monday tTie fifth, as he 
intended to take her on that night to a mofe than 
ordinarily smart dance at the Freemasons — forwhich, 
he; added, as his old circumspection asserted itself* he 
had Ijeen given tickets. 

Pale blue was Kittie’s best colour, and before many 
hoi\rs had sped SVan and Edgar’s receipts had becii' 
permanently swollen by*an appret:iable part of that 
tenner* while a hurried call of enquiry at the Tavern 
in a hansom had informed the little woman that fhe 
fubetion fixed for the fifth was no less fhan one of 
the r^inowned * Tteddjf ’ SoIorAon’s pcriodicakgilt-edged 
corroborrees, which at Aldershot and Capel Cou^t, and 
St John’s Wood and South Belgravia, were regarded 
as regular birthday nights, and of which all the world 
had heard. None the less was it the* first* entertain- 
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n^nt of any pretence th?^ Bob had ever offered to 
take Kittie to, and she made her preparations in a 
becodiing spirit of appreciation. * • 

And sweet indeed she looted as on thatf fateful 
Monday night she stepped out of her bVougham (hired 
from the jobmaster’s in South Ai^ley Street) and 
tripped lightly up the white dr^ggeted stairs that led 
to ^hft ball-room. Nor had ^he ever ga-zed upon so 
brave a sight before.*’ The third emnee on the 
programme, tlj,e lancers, had just sftirted, and to the 
faultless Inlaying of a*band of forty picked musicians, 
#acb wearing a niDccgaj" of scarlet geraniums as big 
as a cauli/lower, five hundre^l arid fifty-six (so one of 
thb stewards; siid) o^" London’s cheeriest young fellows 
and prettiest* women, and all agile terps^choreans, 
were fairly Tnto their stride. With Inany of the 
women’s? faces JCittie had grown familiar through the 
agency <}f the theatrical photographt*r’s shop yindows, 
but the men siightly puzzled *hcr unlil Bobbie pointed 
out thn best-known amongst them. Thus she easily 
recogRised ^he beautiful Mrs Frankie Marini, though 
shp did not know that the Indian prince who danced 
€ with her was Dhuleep Singh, nor that another nafeob 
who was the j5artner*'of a perfectly divine creature 
.jBiith a rope of matchless .grey pearls around^ her 
throat was the Maharajalf of Kuch Behar. Miss 
Lottie Dettmar and Mr Arthur Roberts, Mies Belle 
Bjlton and Mr Georg^ Edwardes, Miss Agnes Hewitt 
and«the Marquis of Queensberry^Miss Florence Lefey 
and Lord ‘,Ned ’ de Clifford, Mij,s MJnnie Duntan and 
Mr Charlie Harris, she could also have picked out for 
herse'lf ; but amongst the hosts of interesting people 
with whom jphe was not even photographically 
acquainted were Lord Mandeville, Miss Florrie 
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Vilson, Dan aiR! Clem Finch, Miss ’Madge Shirley, 
Dickie the Driver,’ Miss Elfrida Nunn, the* only * 
^omant), Miss Beatricie Gordon, Mr Hughie Druw- ' 
nond, t^iss P'fU Mackintosh, Mr Sam Lewis, MJss 
jrladys* C’arlton,«‘ Fatlier* Jem Selby, Miss Lena 
Hlolroyd, the immacijlate ‘Swears’— and so many 
DesTdes that* her memo^ failed (as does mir«e)*to 
■etain even. their names, Buf if tnc ball was a dream,* 
he supper, ‘Serv^ at half-past tw^, ^^as a glorious 
iwakening. Scores and scores (Jf Strasbur^pies there 
vere, andtWestphalian hams, and kird'ed capons, «nd» 
jarley-sugar fretwork? wherever it would^ ,go ; whil6 
;he only wines that were opened ’wer^ a*Duminy *of 
78 an^l cf Mumm* of ’80, in magnums. 'By no means 
the stereotype^cramble for stodge familfarto devotees 
Df public dancing, but a supper to dweR over-^though, 
perhaps,^ a^ you i%mark,^ not in this place. tLeli us 
return, theii, to the ball-foom. * * 

Kittie had just been dragged through the ‘(^Little 
Jack Sheppard” Quadrilles, the second danc% after 
supper, by a good-looking but mistaken youth whose 
salfatory style reminded one of a swimming instructor « 
‘ treading ’ water, and was being*takcn to a seat, when, 
in the midst of a.group, sKe recognised Mrs Sainti- 
bury. Her joy at this uneApcc^ed encounter was very 
real •and unaffected, and Mrs Saintsbury seemed 
equally pleased. • • 

“•Why, you wicked, little minx, you ! ’’ laughed* the 
beautiful woman,^s, l^javin^ her friends, sht; advanced 
lo meet Kate. “Who that ever 'saw you in your 
demure moods and your quiet black frock would 
dream that you came to such dreaciful places as 
this?” . , . 

“Don’t call it ‘dreatjfur; besides, it ^ my first 
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ofifence,” answered Kittie^ and then; perceiving the 
, awkwtardness of her reply, she added,* and my — er — 

. my ‘ intended * brought me herf.” • 

She could feel her cheeks growing gink with shame 
as 'intended’ left her lips — rf'»hame at^having* dq^:eived, 
however thqughtlessly, tfee friend who could not have 
rcqro^ed her had* she blurted out the fujl,’* unpleasant 
truth. But the worti ha<l gohe. , 

“ Your intended, eh ? Oh, this is* /cry interesting,” 
declared Mrs ^aintsbary, in her prettiest manner. “ I 
shah expefet to li^ar all about this to-morro^, Kittie ; 
indeed I shall call in on purpose. And, mind, I shall 
give you yhur* wed^ling-drcss, and Madame l^erself 
shall design it — you little slyboots ! • But wli^^re^is this 
young gentleman ? He should be loo^’i^ig after you.” 

Redl>» confused, Kate glanced hurriedly around and 
presently ob.servcd Bobbie, at some rlistancc, standing 
taU<ing with t^vo other men. \ • . * 

“ Ah, there he is,” she said, indicating the group to 
Mrs Saintsjpury, “ one of those three men standing by 
the farther door. Not the one with his back turned to 
us, nor the one with the single eyeglass, but the one 
with the dark«moust?che — there! he is raising his 
hand to the one with the eyeglass now.” 

Mrs Saintsbury^first looked critically at the distant 
group and then turned to Kate, with far more^sewous- 
ness on her lovely face than was usually to be seen 
therg. , ^ ^ , 

“You musf surely be mistaken, child,” she said; 
“none of* 'those three men, all of whom I Senow 
perfectly well, ever yet had any serious thoughts of 
matrimony.” ^ • 

“Of course, I may be wrong,” admitted Kate, so 
' feebly* ant^ reluctantly that her friend barely caught 
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her answer; aod, still clihging to a^shred of hope#* she 
faltered, “ TelJ me their names, dear, will you ^ 

“ Qprtainly I will,’J was the brisk answer, though its 
giver(»clearly*saw that something* was radically wrong. 

“ Thd fallow with his«ba^k turned ** • 

“ 5 h , never ftiind ///;;/.” ^ ^ 

, “ But ^ do mind liim. Have the goodness not to 
interrupt a^ain. The* fellpw*with his back turned 
towards \is is 'Jommy Kerby, one of the most raffish 
and dissipated cads i» Lond4)ii.^Hb is daily expect- 
ing his mother’s death, and his . owif will occur 
within three moitjths ^of *his succeeding to ^er 
property,” 

■^Vgll?” asked Kate. 

“^Vell, “lij fair one with ’the eyeglass is Captain 
Kcith'Hannan. He’s heart and soul in breeding and 
running raceheyses, and — well, to say that he is im- 
macuki^. wouhi be ^out as reasonable *as to , pro- 
nounce human nature so. But he’s useful to know at 
the meetings.” ^ ^ 

“ Yes,” murmured Kate, impatiently, and^eld her 
breath. 

“•And the one with the dgirk moustache is Bobbie 
Ashton, about the shrewdest, as he is certainly, the 
richest, of the Three. * pe and his brother own* tne 
— 5 — ” (Here she named thd big* weekly journal with 
whose official envelopes poof Kate was so familiar 
— “ and his income is between fifty and sixty thousanc 
a yesy: ; not* that hb speijds a tenth part of it. He ii 
a terrible felloV wAh barmaids and suCh small deel 
— indeed, I was told at lunch only to-day that he ha; 
just devoted an entire fortnight in pursuing one whe 
has gone to Bournemouth, or some’ such place. S( 
you see, dear ” 
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“ ¥es, yes, I see^it all, but— first see jtffe out of this 
pjace, d^jar Mabel, will you ? ” 

“Certainly, dear child, but w)|iat has come •over 
^ you?” 

“ I 'will tell you to-morrow.”. 

The vast orlj of the situation was too'great for mere 
tears.^ Never previously had Kate addrg'sled Mri 
Saintsbury by her Clhistian name, but fhe looked 
upon her now as the. only friend she kad left in the 
world. Absolute*coTifid«Tice inV)ne living soul is life’s 
greatest blesj?ing to ^le weary. , 

As fCate and Mabel appro^hed the door, Ashton 
noticfd them*^ndo>start^d forward. The first expr*is- 
sion that came over his face on seeing these v'oqrien 
together might well have been that which spectacle 
of a two-da^s-old jpaby doing a serpentine skirt-*dance 
would have evoked ; but it changed almost instantly. 
He r(ialised* at Iq^ist, a part of thti truth* and,w^ s about 
to let loose a torrent of explanatory gush, but Kate, 
stepping ^acl^ so that Mabel Saintsbury stood mid- 
way between her and her lover, stopped him. 

“ Mr Ashtonl' she said, laying bitter stress upon thd 
name, “our liaison must ^absolutely end here, if ]^ou 
please. If you are a gentleman you v/ill not molest 
me at my place in Davies Strert, nor refer to our pa?t 
relationship. In a reciprocal spirit I promise ne^erto 
repeat that you — you, si», with your fifty thousand a 
year,*ev^r toolj ten shillings a week from yofir mistress, 
to buy your tobatco with ! ” • ^ ^ • 

* And she sfvrbpt down the stairs. 


Best day’s work she ever did fpr herself I For, with 
tibte prudent ^udacity gained hy^ this experience, she 
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shortly afterwjl«ds netted •one of th^ leading lighttf in 
the wholesale fCgg business— a splendid gamej when 
hens lieep healthy anjl the astronomical sign is right — 
and, with a lap^e of fifteen years, she is now respected 
and |pv(*d by al] aroufid^her, and the joy and dehght 
of a numerous progeny. 
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The village versus the town scrflidal — Ai1'Applecoml)e disgrace-wWillie 
Amos— Flits from the miller’s daughter— And catches a Tartar — 
• UfShe ‘ Old Durham Ox ’ — /ind his rcimukable methods — fie wins 
tliirty-eighVr^"^ expected to t£ke broad -and-butler for it — HU 
S’aggcstioijs t^i fa (SI itatc t settlement — In piaise of the lowly»cace- 
goer — A menu competition— Results in a wftlk-over — Xhe tender 
spot in old Bill^oodey — A * raw lad of ten ’ — saved cToodey 
• from the workhouse — Swears as a bull dog sliowmark— ‘ Sister 
Mary ^Of her gl'/ing away, and — Of tlie pin which formed the 
sou^ycnir ^f the occasion. • ^ 

The town liaison is, after all, an evanescent affair, 
which, a?> often as not, leaves the damsel ‘ who did ’ in 
better cficunistanccs than before ; but the scandal in 
the little village — the little village in which the only 
charity known is the chapel-directed relief of a fe\v in- 
curable invalids and a group, of chronic beggars — that 
■^orl of wound leaves a proper and a lasting saar. 
Such a village, called Ap^ecombe, is to be foi^nd 
nestling in the valley of Hampshire, hemmed^in on 
thrde sides by nodding golden cornfields and on the 
fourth* by t*he ^ rippling, trout-haf^nted Test. ^ Tile 
‘Applecomhet life was, when I ^v/as familiar with it, 
mainly, regulated by two churlishly-important resident 
families — the Marters, at The Manse, and the Amos’s 
at Vine Court * The respective Lady Bountifuls of 
Ihese jiousfts supplied the village with ample food for 
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jealousy and^iticism, tS which the inevitable dfeapel 
added % weekly dose of cant and pew-cuddiing tl^at 
morA than sufficed {o make existence tolerable.^ B.iit< 
while the Meters were merely well-to-do, the Amos’s,, 
so ^e 'gossips, said, “had barrels of it. Willie Amos, 
the only child* of elderly parents, had^ inherited con- 
siderabfh property from his mateilial grandfather, and 
having ^or\ly loutish ‘tastes, t^as never likely to cut 
seriously intef^ his patrimony. |jyith the women he 
was.a perfect devil of*a fellow, and^in a more spirited 
community might have got m^uy* a hfding fron\ an 
incensed husband -or revengeful big brother, but the 
mgle Applecombcrs were mostly duil dt)gs, ^nd far too 
un^igilant to detect the slyjpressing.of a loved ankle 
under th^«.4;able or a surreptitious kiss behind the 
door.* On the broad principle of tli|e boy in the tuck- 
shop t^ whom -every thing that was sweet ^as {^leasing, 
Willife Api^s ‘indulj^bd in, wide diversity, but was 
oftener with Grace Baker, the miller’s daughter, than* 
might have been the case had the^irl^not been 
motherless. 

• Grace was a sweetly pretty creature with about ^s 
mdeh force of character as uny one of her pet white 
rabbits, and as her father, sorely needing a house- 
keeper, spent most of^his spajje time making Tjlunt 
but honest overtures to the widowed postmistress, the 
girl had far more liberty thaa was good for her. ^ Con- 
.sequently, ^ on old John Baker entering tlip house 
unexpectedly^one afternoon, he fourid Grace red-eyed 
afid sobbing, with her handkerchief rolled into a wet 
cambric ball. Simple soul that he was, the girl’s 
extemporaneous story of a spXttingi headache washed 
well enough with him ; but not so with the post- 
mistress when he idly mentioned the qj/cuihstance'to 
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her ikter in the dky. Good Mrs MaShison was a 
mfiterialLt who looked for a brick and gnlss Jev'usalem 
' or none at all, and she shook her 'head incredulously 
,at the bare idea of a young woman blubbering htSrself 
hideous over a mere attack 6f megrim. All urtex- 
pectedly she visited the old mil^ house duyng the 
following, forenoon, and — well, on that night poor old 
Joljn Baker shed tears also." 

In a few hours Gr# 'e Baker’s fall was the topic of 
every tea-table in Appledombe, but nowhere did '‘the 
' nev{s c«^\ise greater ccr? stern ation than at Vine Court, 
for the first igipulse of Willie Amos, with the fear of 
an action for sgdudtion * upon him, was to run awafy. 
Shamed out of this craven, subterfuge by his littfe less 
cowardly father, Willie ultimately disceril^ the ex- 
pediency of<^a speaJy alliance with one Rose Sandi- 
land, thf fait daughter of the vicar of a* neighb spring 
parish and a youKg lady to whont he had already paid 
-^jome attention. Rose was already four-and-twenty, 
and as hei; woithy father, though the son of a peer, 
‘had npthing but his miserable stipend to live upon, ^ 
m^i'riage was virtually a necessity on her part. So 
admirably had she been b^^ought up, too, that in her 
j^eping Willie’s fortune would, be ever more secure 
than in his own, and, Amps f^re did not hesitate to 
advise an ante-nuptial settlement of every shiKing 
upon {he bride elect. As soon as the whole knavish 
proceeding should be capped by the clergyman, a long ' 
honeymoon spent on the /Jontino^nt v."ould surely 
demonstrate to the miller’s daughter the utter hope- 
lessness <5f seeking redress, even if it did not bring 
home to her the < great*’ basic truth that those who 
permit themselves, to be ruined must expect to be 
despised. ‘Meantime, any one of many consumma- 
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tions devoutly to de^Jred might dnsue ; the r^hild, 
or even the,^Hing mother herself, ihight die ; or '^jrrace 
might elect to leave Ajiplecombe altogef/ier ; or, 
assi^ed privately to furnish a •modest cottage^ she* 
might marry*<iome hone‘^t rustic who could not; have'^ 
expected to W'‘n her before her d^bdcle. 

Not only did thq;,Amos’'s sec aU these possibilities, 
but they ^actively debated thi^m ; while ‘ oukf Willie * 
formally proposed to MiSs Sandiland and found *110 
impediments put in the way of jf wi^rly alliance. The 
lawyers and the dressmakers* were set tq,work literally 
by tho po'^tal telegraph, and ifuthe bridegroom ohset 
did not seem outvvardly overjoyed at tl/^Lprospect be- 
fore him, it was only because He wa*? inwardly Idhging 
forosome vaguely distant appointment, such, for in- 
stance, as ine lone keeper of a new Ifghthouse on any 
bit of rock beyond the Needles. i^*t the Very outset 
the Aiyjos’s hall stipulated with the Sandilands for a 
perfectl}" .piWate weilding, -by special licence, fb be 
solemnised in London, and it wanletl less tl^m a week* 
to the sealed date when Grace Bak^ bore a son. 
After hearing the news, the hope of the house of Amos 
'remained in his own rooms — though he certainly did 
help the day out by gettirfg hopelessly intoxicated 
before luncheop. On ,the morrow he was going vip to 
town with his fiancee -^nd het father, and his own 
fathw, to execute the marriage settlement at the 
family solicitor's, and the tinfe for starting seemed to 
%be whole weeks iij, coming. - * 

But if Willigj Argos passed the natal ^day of Graop 
Baker’s child in a state of irresponsible inebriety, he 
had a brand new sensation to keep him in a ' whirl of 
bewilderment on his return Trom Signing away his 
property. It really seemed as though P'^te^had wj^l- 
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full)«^kept back the information until had not left 
himself a single acre to rest upon nor a jolitary tree 
t4r take shelter under. Awaiting his return td Apple- 
tombe were the startling tidings that .Grace had 
confessed to her only parent th at the ''father of her 
child was — Fred Marter, the only soff of the pluto- 
crats of The Mans^ 1 

This .vholly unexpf^cted d^ro^iement thr’ew young 
Amos into that mixed state of feminme imbecility 
which the dear err res^ thems«^lves best describe as 
the sensation^ of not knowing whether to laugh or’ cry. 
Inwthe>:e fresh circumstances, and more particularly 
since report. ^Jiid that old Baker, in default of receiving 
any encouragement when he had called at The Mahse 
with a hunting crop in ais right fist, had instrud^ed 
;the village lawyer to issue a writ forthwith, there 
seemed no good o'?- sufficient reason for going on with 
the contenr.plated marriage. Jhcre yras indt!ed but 
one — one that loomed with unpleasant lafgencss on 
the horizpn, too. Not only would the Sandilands 
have an , indisputable right of action for brcacn-of- 
promise, but they already held that accursed ante- 
nuptial settlement as well ! Can it be wondered at 
that when Willie Amos was put to bed by his man- 
servant, assisted by the butler, he was distinctly n'^t 
in a condition which Insurance agents would consider 
compatible with the life of * a good risk ’ ? 

With a bad grace ancf the conscious superiority of 
the consummate^ ass, and before the altar of a London 
ghurch which,but for the tlei*gy and the contracting 
families was empty, Willie Amos gave his name to 
Rose Sandiland. Great as was the charm of the 
bride’s sweetnes^ and refinement, it scarcely sufficed 
t 9 offset .the., churlishness of the bridegroom’s boorish 
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manner; ind^^, it Scented a positi\^e sin to cait a 
pretty maiden before such a cur. The wedding 
breakfast^ eat^n at a severely respectable restaurant 
out ot^eferepce to the cloth of the bride’s father, •wafe 
only A ^protraction of the general depression ; .and, 
breaWng up th<; party as speedily as bare politeness 
would permit, old AJnos de!5patch^ th^ newly-made 
pair to Tatis, and carried his jpwn consort Ifonlie to 
Applecombft it^a temper tlikt continually bordered cm 
eruption. ^ 

But not cven^the delights and distract 1*4)0 s of Paris 
could aHeviatc the blighting* affliction of matrimony 
which had fallen upon Willie Amos. jnatter from 
whart point of view he regarded his marriage It always 
became a nightmare, and the mere ‘thought of the 
domestjeity oV his own fireside in the coming winter ' 
nearly drove him to take seriously to' absinthe, a form 
of alcohM in whfeh even the problems of EuclKl are 
capable oD Elution. * Three deathj? the coward 
ordinarily dies, but in the case of Willie J^mos an 
amused Kismet considerately provided fourth, and 
it took place on the morning when Willie’s note-ia^e 
needed replenishing, and he realised for the first time? 
the Humiliation of applying to his young wife for a 
chgque. , . ' •* 

“Dear me! How feaifully extravagant we must 
ha^e been,” she cried ; “ nevertheless we will draw 
another fifty pounds and that* must take us home.” 

• Amos scarcely Qould believe his c;ars*: such des- 
potisnf was ivnazing. * All that af|c/noon he. 
wandered aimlessly about the boulevards and the 
passages in that state of rustic mental collapse which 
comes suddenly over the young farmed who has sold 
his beeves on his taking a glass with ^he* affably 
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stranger he mut m tHe fair; a'*id the j,very next day’ 
he insisted on returning to England. " 

, Bu^.I am lingering unJuly. Life itself is made up 
.of changing pictures, and when pnce the cheque book 
passes^ into the grey mare’s keeping».t'he end of all 
romance in that domain is well in sight. P.y her 
excellent mother Rose had been forewarned of the 
pitfall^ which beset the path of the rural husband who 
Ijas yet to experience the full flavour of ,the town. 
And perhaps Mr Sandiland was not entirely in 
ignorance of her son-in-law’s motive in transferring 
l^is property. Any>vay,^Rose kept an inflexible half- 
nelson on the muniment chest, and — three months 
later, William Amos .the younger was in the Cou*'t of 
Bankruptcy, to which,, he had presented his own 
petition. 

During the wc ek following the filing of that instru- 
ment,! encountered the debtor himsjlf in Qld Bond 
Street, paying^a most unusual <ronna (;^ yisits to the 
creditorial horde, his tradespeople. To them he 
admitted t!mt he was w^ell able to pay his d.^bts in 
full, nevertheless he implored them to attend the 
.sftatutory meeting, and to strenuously resist any course 
save that of winding up the estate in Bankruptcy, 
with the Official Receiver as Trustee. And this, he 
said, for the sole reason tha^ he most ardently desired 
the complete legal overthrow of a certain ante-nuptial 

settlement which he had executed under fear and 

% • 

duress, and, with such unjust intention to evade the 
consequences df an anticipated actioij at law, ‘that it 
had been a heavy load on his conscience from ’the 
instant of his signing it I 

Yet the flinty-hearted Senior Registrar failed to 
see it. The Court of Bankruptcy, charging none too 
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lightly for it^ services, «lowIy drjpped out to/the 
creditors the^lden syrup which the debtor*s \^ife had 
previously poured in, and granted the distressed, 
debto^^ an iijimcdialte discharge* And to-day fhfl*f 
ante-nuptial sftttleme^it,^hale and strong ‘and*firil of 
runnftig, stands fes the vigorous cenotaph of a village 
scandal and a mockSig monument to Iiuman mean- 
ness. • • .% ' 

Women \\fer«\bad parters ever. “ They do not win 
with dignity nor lose wi^li cquapirr?t;5?^** once said John 
Corletl:; and accepting this racccpivsc tiew of the* 
matter, I can quot^ an insfaned in which a ^ett^- 
coated punter owed a TDookiru^kcr ^iigAt^and-tbirty 
sovereigns and— ;then expected him to^ta*ke it out in 
tea cftia bread-and-butter ! * * 

The « bookie, a rugged, weathe^-beateq north- 
countryman, delighted in the sobriquet of the J Old 
Durharrj^Oxj’yand was^Jay his familiars^ addressed ^s 
‘ Steve,’ thodgll I presume that he has passed on to 
his eternal reward, since I have not gazed tfpon his 
rosy did face for several seasons. A greater* oddity 
th^n he would have taken some finding, even in ^ 
Tatte/'sall’s Ring. Six feet tj^ll, and, beefy of build, 
he usually affected a combination of a black coat and 
waistcoat with a «traw hsft and white flannel trousers, 
giving one die impression thaf he^was a butcher who 
longed ^o be a cricketer, but cquldn’t quite make it. 
,He was none the worse for being slightly adclict^d to 
thfi bottle, anfl was at his best at the r/orthern meet- 
ings,, altho’ he thrned up everywhere, and* never, to 
my knowledge, was detained by a stationmaster on 
account of overweight in luggage. Bpt his memory, 
which I greatly envied him, was colossal. Elbowing 
his way to where the betting was fhiclfdst, ‘Steve * 

• r*9 
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wouW fight for hfs share df the bus^iss, and, quite 
i^nocewt of book or penci/, would lay a ^hzen or more 
■wagers. Then, whep a temporary^ lull camc,^c^would 
back opt of the throng to where stood 'his cl^rk, to 
whom he would reel off with piirftct accuri^cy Naow, 

Jim, three an’, a half ponies t’ fayorite; Ted HoSson ; 
an’ seventy ta twhnty, Mister Jftarclay. Se»renty Jta 
tg'n. Bird o’ Freed’m, riarrv; Ro*berts ; an’ seven ponies, 
Mick Bentley, ^wenty-fivc ta twcnt>' t’ fa^^orite, Alf 
Spaldin’; a hoondord <.a ten,* Sailor Prince, Mister 
*Qilbe^t; an^ fifty ^ five^ Joe Capp. ‘Twenty ponies, 
Eu-a-rasiaUj Jack Hammoqd ; an’ two-hoonderd ta 
ten,«Captn Smith. A hoonderd ta eight, Melton, Joe 
Pickersgill ; an’, the saipe ta Bob Howett. If igfit ta 
two, Oberun — { forgit his name — put it dp-on ‘ Repoor- 
ter’ ; an’# fifty t^i five, Castor, Charlie Cunnin’ham.” 
Then, turning away again, he would,, resume^- “ Here, 
serenty-five ta. twenty qn thc\fec-uld, ’.n’ sewjn’s bar 
woon. ^Fifties Candlc-marsc ’r Ty-a-rone ! ” * 

Nor ^as his pluck inferior to his memory j even 
at .Derby, a meeting at which many bookmakers do 
rfibt care to bet — where Steel has frequently stood 
down, and of which John Robinson has said, “ I ^never 
come here without losing three thousand” — Steve 
would pepper the^ favourites undismayed ; and • his 
accounts were always there on the Monday. ^ ^ 

.Well, seven or eight years ago, at a jumping meet- 
ing Bt Sandown Park (as nearly as I remember) 
Stephen got taken on, in .the costliest sense., of the 
word, by ‘one of the lady puhters who nowaday* 
swarm in our betting-rings without let or hindrance 
Amongst the ^ other petticoats that followed the 
meetings she was ‘ Louie,* and .she lived in one of i 
' block of iiuts in central London which were local!} 
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designated, otj account d the natijre'of the ground- 
floor letting, ‘the Mansions over the milk-snop.* 
She was*a siren of the holir-glass build, an^, white 
no longer in^cr firsttbloom, she Had none of the sfcaJ«r^ 
and nio^jaines Ivhich |;cn(lcr the well-chalked s(}uare of 
swarftdown ‘carried in the top of the stocking, or the 
little bo®k of papieA poiidr^ (also J<nov^n as ‘ cighty- 
leaves-for-itSncpence ’), kidi\‘^cn‘»blc. Right ^ell she 
understood Mi<\art of fr^clang, and much preferred to 
wear a fetching toque ^\. N c\^mctr/lfet than to lay up 
a hald in Paradjse. ^ • 

Louid, as I have said, got ‘into* old Steve’s ribs Ibr 
fifteen pounds to five bcibre he was propesly aware of 
it. •Had only the horse rollcS up* he* wofild tave 
parted* joy fi^lly, but it seldom happehs that the un- 
vigilant fielder who has carelessly allowed an undesir-* 
able to get upon his book gets rid of th6 pest so 
easily. ,uo ^^onlinue Jhe narrative in Steve's' own 
words : — ^ ^ • * 

“ Later in the day she coom to me for a’ e^jen pony, 
GazfrLeer, an’ like a old fool I let’s hci^’a\« it; an’ 
twelve to eight Mondainc, what run second in thed^t 
race. Two unplaced’s an’ one second, an’ damme? 
she was into me for *thirty-cight quid I Stupid ? 
Aye, laad, even, the bloomin’ clerk rounded on «ne ! 
He shets up the book an’ Wrops it up in the Sports- 
vtdn vfhat he’d got in his kick, afi’ he says, ‘ Take yer 
props, guv’nor, I’m orf ! Strik^-me-lucky, if*the time’s 
c©me when these s«rt o’ people can tjpt bn thfe nod, 
I’mJijJgered if / doi>’t ’aVe a flutter.’ It jiyikes a old# 
man feel a fool when a bit of a flash monkey of a 
clerk can give him backtalk o’ that sort ; yet T felt as 
I deserved it, too. So I says, ‘ Jim, don’t be a fool, 
lad,’ I says ; ‘ if she don’t bras*? up te»moy^r, Just you 
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put' a note o fhe amount insicfe o* my settlin’ book 
an’ feave it ta me, but you shan’t have .to write her 
name iTo moo-re. Kerens a couple foir ye*, ye’re a 
5 >nntst lad, an* we ain’t goin’ tai^part ov,pr nortiin’ o’ 
this •soft’ Well, would ye believe it, I never |its to 
speak to her fair an’ square till th’ Btighton mietin’, 
the week afob-re Jfch’ Netvmark^t Craven, l^o' she’d 
seen'md an’ got away^from twenty tiirfes at leas't! 
But up on White Hawk ftilkl gits h^**, /:a speak, 

in a coor-ncr, aui^If saj's, ‘ Looey, my gal, this ain’t 
pricket; ye’#'^e bin in th’ book for ^ eight-an’>*thirty 
pound ever since \W jmnpin’ season ; naow* what’re 
ye goin’ t«.do about it?’ ‘Wha£ am I goin’ to do 
about it, dearolcf Ste^fic ? ’ says th’ witch ; ‘ why. I’ll tell 
you that when^ou comt an’ have some tfa wi* rn^ as 
you goes down iijto th’ town ta-night ; tell ycr^yman 
to pull ufj at number 17B Rock Gardins, just afoo-re 
ye tufn onto the front. Don’t dissap*inL now/ becos I 
shall git th’ shfimps.’ Well, lafi, ye mi^it ha’ floored 
me, it wfs all so suddin, but I couldn’t call off acos 
she was^goi^, an’ — lord on’y knows how it wt:/, but, 
soon as th’ last race was over, there was me in a 
*fly, a-drivin’ to Rock Gardins just as if I’d bin a two- 
year-old ! Th’ little maid as opened th’ door sViows 
m&into th’ settin’ room, an’^there’s Looey, in a sor^^ o’ 
pink satin pinnyfoc?-rc, a-l^yin’ on a sofy v/i’ a couple 
o’ boat-cushions under her an’ a-readin’ a t^olt o’ 
fairy talei ! But, on catchin’ sight o’ me, she jumps 
up, chucks *he|; arms around me. neck, tan’ starts «- 
.settin’ on, ^ne knee an’* a-lellii\’ mQ all aboht^hcr 
‘mommer’ an’ her ‘ popper.’ an’ how she wants me to 
give her me photygrarph to wear in her watch, an’ all 
while they’re a-layin’ th* table for th’ catlap stakes. 
iBut,. lor', nO‘Use of old fools a-tryin' to be boys. I 
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on*y* ate a bit o’'crumpet, an* when she wunt a-lookin*, 
porred tit* tea* down th* baik o’ th* coal-skiftlc, ai>* 
then I’^finds J’ve got*ia break awAy. I makes al? 
excuses ^as I Mn thin]c c^, an* when she sees nib to th* 
front*door she ^ives me a kiss as makes th’ gas burn 
blue, anishe says, ‘ i allylurfn’s teriPfiorrSr, Stevie, an* 
th* same tllne, mind.’ My g?J,’ says I, as fatherly 
as I couid finder th’ cii«iJs,^‘ don’t hold! You’ve gfit 
me knocked-out, an’^ Rock ^G?8r»ft.is sees me no 
moo~fe, bit I’lkjact fair an’ square. Knock five quM 
ofTn the* account for this, an^ if ye can’t rake ifp tHe 
other thirty-three T)y Mbnday, I’ll slip nay clerk to 
square it; he’s bin brought up*on soft*food an’ kin 
pla}^ tlTis gagie ^-om a to z, b?h: old Sfeve’s joined th* 
reserveg. So good-bye, gal : knock (^ff^ five.’ ” • 

Your lowly racing man learns, pnppy-lik^, to shun 
the thyrgs tl^at *bitc lym, but, eat what he mhy in 
moments of'succcss or*for appearance’s *sweet sake, fiis 
native gastjmiomy is always true. Once, riding up 
fromr Ll5iccster on tlie cight-and-a-halfp|nny bench 
with three shining lights of the outer enclosure, J[ 
noted that their convcrsatioiy turned on what the/ 
should order for dinner and where they should partake 
of Jt on reaching town. • Of itself this fact is worthy 
to be recdriled, if only for tho relief it afforded to the 
inv&rieft)le ' ‘ inquest ’ on the da/s running, and the 
^monotony of hearing cursed the eyes, and the limbs, 
aitd the hearts of the jockeys who * never fried 5 (say, 
slaughferhouse-y) yaid,* tbt Contrived mo§t artistically • 
to get beaten on the post itself by the shortest of 
heads. ^ ^ 

The striving of the trinity to fix upon an ideal meal 
made very good hearing, though it failed|to advance 
its promoters* object bjr a single inch. For whatever 
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one bf them proposed the other twfl v^ere sure to 
n^gativJ, and so the thir^ dragged oif till .we were 
• y^lhthrough Wellingboro’. It Wc^ then that on<rof the 
‘ trio, by*name Bill Sharp, had an inspiration. 'J^'rom 
the back part of his mighty brain he Voitght*it ^orth 
and fostered it upop the wiobjecljing company^. Why 
not rfiake it a skill coippctitioi^? Five bob apiece fn 
the kitty — and here he phfcc/J, his owrj biilyf ock, rim 
upwards, on the aiKit beside him — and let each com- 
petitor map^out an ideal dinner for a hungry facing 
man to whom moAay was, for the nonce, no object. 
And he whe^- menu was in bulk adopted was to rake 
in fhe ^fiftc^n 'bio” and have first right, of • the 
company present, to publish a cookery book. JDid 
• it go ? * , * ^ 

Indeed* it did, as it deserved to do. Each of the 
hungry thfce first went down^ into His ^’eans^ for the 
necessary silve!, which he chucked iiito^the hat; then 
' each fell /p thinking laboriously, as though the exertion 
seriously penned him. •- 

^‘*«Now then,” cried Bill Sharp, after five minutes of 
This brain-overhauling, “ who starts off?” * 

“ 01., it don’t signify who Starts,” replied one oV the 
twa^n who clearly was not* a leader,, adding, with a 
specious desire to erasure efjuity, “ Of coui;se I take it 
you don’t mean a mifsical dinner ? ” r • 

‘VMusici me aunt!”* growled Sharp; “d’ye think 
we’re U lot o’ <Jam French bluejagkets at Cherboui^, ' 
« that's got, to swallow tinned* 'ofse Vecos’ th6 band 
plays the Marseillaise ? ” 

A little abashed, but still with the growing confi- 
dence of one wfeo feels that he’s got the winner in the 
Stable if oi^lv he can get it out, the third man stated : 

“ SupposeV’ said he, “ we saj^s the Caffy Royal, an’ 
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one o’ thcm%1y:tle tablej on the llpft as you gofis in 
from Air Sft-^ct ” 

He paused, probably ^o gain time, bift not ya 
murqjur, e^her of* dissent or ’approval, broke’ 
impartial s^leRce. • « 

“\Vell the^uggester went on, clearljr disappointed, 
“ we le^ds off with hfcr doov* various — such as sardines, 
an’ capers. German harengs, •anchovies, arf’ Lyons 
sossysoi'g. 

“ I thought there W 4 is to b<i nS ifaisic ? ” chipped in 
the second man. , 

“ Lyons sossyspng ain’t Inusit, ye gillie ! ” /fetorted 
the chap who was making the j^wMl#t Bill ^harp, 
who was jotting it down on the margin of his race 
card, warn id the interrupter* that he’^ be disqualified 
if he entered the ring again. \ • 

“ Al^cr the hpr’ doov’,” continued the candidate for 
honours, obvioysly ej;y:ouraged, “ we takeS whichever 
soup we individually prcfci’s — thick or clear — an’ for 
fish I siKT^c^ts a sole a la Louey Quinsy — 

^Don’t you mean Louie Frecar ? ” inferftipted the 
garrulous one. • ^ 

‘iLoucy Quinsy,” re^eatcil the trier, ignoring tfie 
intrusion, “ followed by ^saddle o’ lamb an’ a poplay 
<»ng ca.sserole-^a fowl 'cooked in a sort o’ tureeit with 
streaky b^con round it. TThfen, df course, there’s sallid, 
liqueurs, ice-puddn, cigars, 'apd corfy, and — er — well, 
that’s good enough for Me to bank on.” • • 

“ IJo remarks J’et,”i3ill Sharp interposed, Tliolding 
jp his hand w%rnii#gl/.* “^ow, Shorty, go on.” • 
Shorty dashed off the mark as though he Jiad only 
got to go three furlongs. , , 

“Rats on yer Caffy Royal to begin with!” he 
cried ; “ give Me the^ Cecil. As fof chpke v* tables, 
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you (pan set wherdver ye like. Theft send for the 
head give him ca|t blong to slip hirpself, an* 

rfw^ll, I needn’t particularise no further.” 

*''^^ut this was roundly vetoed! U(f>less herj, felt 
content to forfeit his five shilling^ and* co)«sid6r him- 
self a non-starter, he m^ist name the dishes that 
should compose hi^ dinner. 

“Well^’ said he, begini¥.ng * somewhat .diQidently, 
“we’d have the h^’,;,ioov’, an' the soup, of course — 
ttirtU soup, I think, if ft’s in :?eason. Then, I. vote 
loljstcr^ done^ k la Ameri|:an, with cur'ry-powjer, an’ 
some bullybaise — cert’nly soine blillybaise : I had 
some«bullybaihe on tho pier at Boulogne las’ summer, 
an*, may I die, I , could 1^^’ ate a stont of it if it Htid 
ha’ been there ar.’ ready I After the bullybaise, some 
noisettes mootc/ng, a competed pigeon or two” — 
he was.obvipusly growing reckless on «finding himself 
rapidly getting gut of his depth^-“ a ftw^msiyonhaises 
an’ things, some asparagus in branches, an artichoke or 
two, an’ bl5ater-roes an’ Neapolitan ices to top rfivith.” 

Then it wfdiS that Bill Sharp spoke, slowly -^nd 
d^Wberately. * 

“If the ch’ice fcfll upoif ;«^,”<4ie remarked, “ to s6t a 
racin’ man down to the feed- as would give him the 
greatest satisfaction— j^ay, did ye ever hear^of sich a 
thing as a forty-ounccc cut o’ rump steak, cooked fn 
one piece-Y— ” • 

Loud* murmurs of approval were already audible^^ 
Bill did not fail* to notice ,theki as, raiding his voice 
to the crescendo pitch, h^ went on : 

“ piled up with fried Spanish inyuns, with a 

side-dish of biled kebbige with a splash o* vinegar 
over it, an’ a couple o* pots o’ 'Bass’s sixty-shillin’ 
bilter ale " — u 
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“ Here, cop ^lold o’ tKe stakes,’ the two deffated 
men cried wilrfi one accord |s they tilted the silver in 
the hjtf out^into Sharp’s outstretched palm ; “ thgu^ 
ye d(^i’t deseiye it.”* 

“And why not?”* * 

” Wh^ not ? Wlw, dam^^er ! it’s a zvfilk-overV* 

• And so jt was. Nor (being on l:he subjec^ .should 
the reckJessl}^sclf-righteouG suppose that the humbler 
sportsman onl}^ goes toTis hqjj;® wallow in alcohol 
and ki gore. May I ^ve yoif an honest j)icture of my 
own observation on one recent S/itufday nighty ^ • 

In the stuffy little kitshen of a fly-blown ‘flat ’ half 
a hjLindred feet above the levek of an over-|)Opiiiated 
strgeUoff the Caledonian Rogid, N., ^ burly, middle- 
aged man,* whose not unkindly bi^l-dog face anej 
genercDUs nose had been pounded out of God’s original 
mould'during the mad, merry, welshing /)ld Kings- 
bury-(fum-Streafham»iomnvon era, sat in an old deal 
chair and gazed lovingly at eight pairs of juveniles 
boqts oy^raduated sizes which stood in a rovv upon the 
dcfi<^‘'^?Dlackboard. It was past eleven^o’clock,^and 
did Bill Goodey, physically aweary after an afternodh’^ 
heaVy ‘ fielding ’ in the Small* ring at Sundown Park, 
was temporarily alone^ * The comparatively young 
w^oman—J^is second matrintioni^l venture — who had 
pc^gid eight holes against him in the nuptial cribbage- 
board since she had come into his life’s g^e oi\ the 
.Sunday aftgr Donjvan’s Derby, was out in the^narket 
thoroughfares yhere slyuldprs of New ‘Zealand mutton 
an& ribs and flanks *of Argentinian frozen beef — 
(* union jack,’ its patriotic name, is for the reason that 
cut it where you will when it is *cook^d it’s red, white, 
and blue) — were being sold by Dutcji auction^ and the 
eight ‘holes’ themseWes were snoring Jiositive rents 



266 p’lTCHER IN PARADISE 

in tReir hard flcl:k«bolsters lA the bedr^8tns adjoining. 
In Ae absence of M. le Matou, the ^domesticated 
grimalkin, who had gont? in search of a laSy friend 
'wl^o* had broken the date, the ^mid litfie mije ran 
base^ between the fire-place ancUthc woc^d-cupftoard, 
whilst the dissatisfied black beetles, having eaten up 
the borax that had •been ^read destroy tlfem, and 
being stfll famished, wtre scaling the kitchen range in 
or^er to gnaw the grate-pofis^T'off the oifen dbor. 

Few natures ar(^s(fh<*rd or callous as not to have 
^it least one tender §pot, and a child can generally find 
it.^ Afid as old BiirGodldey sat there affcctfonately 
contemplating the sixteen assorted little trotter-cases, 
all blacke*d atfd polished in readiness (pr the Sabb*ath 
morning, his ey^s filled ^ith happy tears.# Men '^ho 
?each» middle age Imd have no babies to boss, aixl men 
who at forty are toiling to support a rj^ilway cynnibus 
load oV thefh, are always keenly ^orry, for each other ; 
and old Bill, as^he gazed *at those bootf., felt that he 
had indeed been blessed. Fair by pair he picked 
those bocJtS jpp and turned them over, from \,^e bot- 
tin^5 of the baby, more worn at the toes than on ’ttie 
soles, by reason, of thc^r o\yicrs favourite mod^ of 
locomotion, up to those belonging to his son and heir, 
the tirchin who had been maliciously overcaned by 
the Board School tecfcher, and who, in the ^absequejnt 
police-court proceeding's,* was described by the local 
repefrter, \fith far more appropriateness than was 
apparent while the boy kept hfe clcfches ofi, as ‘^a raw 
lud of ten.* * All through tlfe ins|)e(rtion*old Bill’s queer 
face fairly beamed with genuine love. 

As one by on^ old jGoodey turned the worn soles 
ceilingwards, the silent eye fell upon certain quaint 
bits of metai^some shaped like miniature new moons 
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and some Ulce^the 'quarters* of i Sissected ojange, 
which were nailed here ancj there to the yqjingsters* 
clum[is, mjyiifestly to resist the .ravages of wear ahd 
tear.«upon tl^e sol^-lcather. To the uncnl^ght^ed* 
waadefer fronsi the western end of the town 4:hey 
might Jiave been telismanjc tokens v^hjeh, by some 
hidden p^wer, dominated the footsteps of their wearers 
and turped ^lem aside fj^m evil paths. Sin prover- 
bially walks in slippery p]^cps^ might not these ' 
magical appendages Rave a Virtue in averting death, 
disease, or disaster ? But, whatever thSr character^ 
their mission — ttieir significance, old Goodey knew 
tlv^m well. In his rough breast th<iy awal^ened fresh 
e®oiions, new 'tremors, for, he set t\ie last pair of 
boots down on the potboard, he lifted up his voice and 
cried*aloud, with much feeling anc? deliberateness: 

“Gawd — ijdkss— blakey ! ’* ^ . 

In*a tofie of^uchlfeep gratitude aijd heartiness did 
he couch the prayerful utterance, that one wondered 
iqjuitiyrly who this benefactor might be.* Just then 
«l>iTl exclaimed again : ♦ • 

* “ Yes, Gawd — bless — him ! For if it hadn*t ha ^bqen 
fof his fourpenny packets o* cast-iron boot-pertecters, 
why, these destructive^ little blighters would ha’ driven 
me an’ lyothcr into the \Yoryu^ears ago ! ” 

• How grieved was I that I h§id stayed to see sordid 
self-interest triumph over gfo»ious generosity ! Which, 

• by the way, calls up another and quite di^ergnt*story. 

It is of the^days w^n ^he Pelican* Club was in the 
z*enith of its glory, ^d whpn Swears,' fts proprietbr, 
went in rathpr heavily for dogs. Cats are, .as a rule, 
more indigenous to clubs than dogs, although the 
hospitable Raleigh had (and may have still) a certain 
wire-haired bull-tearier of no particular breed, who, 
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, after being run ovef in Waterloo PlacS Dy a passing 
hansom, #ought asylum a broken sHbuldfsr in the 
* cl^lb doorway, and subsequently e^'oyed tlyj rai^ dis- 
,*tinc*i(yi of being duly elected ^ member, mt a subscrip- 
tion \o be paid in rat tails. But the Pdjicafti dog^ all 
came of champion strains ;#Qnd a pjirticularly b^utiful 
bitch was ^ Sister Mary.^ , * • * 

I^ow, one of the heroes of<hn^e distanlid^ya was a 
right good fellow na-n^ V Talbot Clifton, and the most 
diligent enquiry has faileS to reveal to me what* has 
become of him. Should he still perambfriate this 
troubled sphere, may he be ac hearty and as happy 
and ao genial as e\ cr htf- was ; should he have passed 
away, as alas ! so many h'^ve done, may the earth lie 
hVhtly on him. ^ 

Talbot was in the happy condition in life whicli was 
ill those days known as being ‘ full of ‘be^ns ’ ; there 
was one thing only that he yearned’ to possess to 
crown his happiness, and that was ‘ Sister Mary.* But 
Swears was known to think nithcr highly of th^^^deg, 
and, save in a ‘desperate fit of ‘ liver,' or remorse supci*^ 
veoi^nt to some unexampled burst of extravagance, 
would bS unlikely To parf witft her save at a fancy 
figure. In other words, his ’bjankcr, as well as hii^, 
physician, would have ^^o advhe the step. Dog-deal- 
ing has so long been ele^^ated to the plane of the Arts 
that only to, the neophyte is it necessary to explain 
how, day.>aftert‘day’, Clifton nan^owly ^watched Swears ' 
to ^catch him in a trading moodS TJ^he ^nte-luncHeop 
period was about his easiest &ne. Overnight he 
would be brilliantly the King of Clubs, embracing all 
his subjects: next^morifing would find him in some 
remote comerj a di^ca«ded deuce. So Talbot Clifton 
chose eleven in^the forenoon to approach Swears with 
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a view to pjirchase*' Sijter iftary^ and showed* him 
fifty pounda in*notes. But as^^his was no more^ than 
her fair*martcet price, Swoars only seemed^amus^d. 
He trfiated^the who^j thing as a* joke, and capped it 
with A pint of*wine gin (4 two glasses ; and Talhdt fon- 
tinilhd his fiiorfiing walk more set on possessing the 
dog tkan ever. was impelled by one of those 
itnpulses which so frecjuently a<:tuate a womnn *to do 
somethi<?g*qr4te oppo.^d/’o her inclination, and wWch 
everybody who respects hcr#jfff|:jfercs her not to do. 
He was bound^to have ‘Sister Mary’ at;^ny figure. 

By easy stages — by tens* and. {went ics — heogottup 
to one hundred pounds • but Swears waa^ill obdurate. 

^Ask me, dear old Talbot,” bfeated the *King 
Paiiefan in Jortured tones, “ for anything else you like 
— my^ chef— my luckiest raccglasj^es — my favourite 
walkic^g-stick — anything in the world. But ‘ Sister 
MaryJ — no, mdney mustn’t buy her. N4), na, leave 
me, leave ’m^!^ . • ’ 

Nevertheless Clifton detected a weakening in' 
Swears’/tone which gave him new hope. ITjat “ leave 
leave me ” argued the approach of a^ helplessness 
which would have to be played on at the next efi- 
couhter. So, getting tc? hear that Swears hacT had a 
j^rticularly sc 9 rching Xhtirsday night, Talbot drqpped 
into the /:lub somewhat* earlier than usual on the 
Friday morning. , • 

“ Well, Swears ,” he began. , , 

• But Swears, wjth sadness written large on every 
fe|tufe of his Jace, ^rimg %he outstretched hand and 
endeavoured to antieijpate whet its owner would have 
said. ^ 

“ Ah, dear old thing, I know* what you’re about to 
say. You have set your heart on ‘.Sistpy M|iry,’ and 
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have •come to ofifir go much money for^Ikr that pool 
old Swears can’t make a sound. You doM*t know 
ol^l^man *what I think of Aat dog, and yet m'V regard 
for^ou — ^you understand me — is, even greater.® I’ve 
had Jdrty struggles with myself sijace y5u firs^ asked 
me to let you have her, and, as I’ve tol5 you over Snd 
over again, nd* money wlil purchase her. B»t look 
here, Sea/ old man, I’m so fond of you, 5 /bu know* 
tha't I’ve made up my mind — her tc^'you She’s 
yours from this mOrheiT.'; in faet, thinking you’d be 
iq, I sent Geo-ge t;o the Strand to buy a special •lead 
for her, by which you can take her home. And God 
bless ^ou bo^h ! ” ^ ^ 

So ovefcon.c was Clifton by this unexpecifed 
generosity, that he could not adequately expresb his 
thanks. 

, “ Really — ah — I hardly like ,” he faltered ' 

“ Never mind,” chipped in , Swears, “ she’s irours, 
jrours absolutely. Of couise, any little trilling thing 
you like to, give me as a souvenir — some little pin or 
something — i^ quite another matter. But ‘Sister 
Ma;i;y ’ is yofirs.” “ 

‘“My^ear old ^Swears,” cried Clifton, only too 
readily embracing the golden opportunity for repay- 
ing the compliment, if ever so slightly, “ only say th*^ 
word ! Shall it be a pin, or'"a ring, or what 

“Well,” answered Ei nest, with some diffidence,*^* it’s 
not of the least consec|uence ; but suppose I choose 
some liitle thing myself?” 

f“Yes, th?it, would be ' dhl. gh^ful. - You know 
Streeter’s, in Bond Street — but Ibf course you do. I 
have an account jvith them. Perhaps you would be 
good enough, when you are passing, to drop in and 
select something h” 



271 


P1T€H«R» IN PARADISE 

** Certainlj;^l^ou wish«tt/' answe^edJSwears, me%kly, 
“ Hadn’t V<^ better give me your card to them 
“ Of cc?urse*I had. Here you arc.” ** 

From hfs cigarette-case he fook a card, ancf, in- 
scribing it Jo Slessrs St«"eeter, wrote a messag^ dik^the 
bac^ requesting them to supply Mr Swears with what- 
ever he desired. * ^ ® ” 

Within *two minutes^of Cliftdn leaving the v:Iub with 
the bull- Jog, *owcars st» for Bond Street. Pausing 

only for an alcoholic peg at jJ-TIjoS^s — ^just for luck — 
he crossed the.road and entered tlie jevwller’s. 

“You understand this, T suppose?” he observ\5d, 
handing the inscribed “card to a shopraan, and the 
assistant boweej obsequiously and asked what goods 
he^'m^ght Ivive the honour oPshowing. 

“ Oh, a scarf-pin, I think,” said ^Swears, and forth- 
with t: magnificent selection of pins was ‘Submitted, 
Again and agaiji wepe, fresh and beautiful ornaments 
brought dut,obut Swears seemed utterly unable to 
make a choice. Other urbane salesmen ijame upon’ 
thB scene from time to time and made sugj^estions in 
''niost deferential style, but Swears’ ^ntanglenj^ent 
appeared only to increase. , He did not evq^ knoV 
definitely which precious stones he preferred. 

• “ The fact is,’’ he at length said half apologetically, 
as he paused with three eriierald ‘headlights in one hand 
and two rare black pearls in the other, “ I am really not 
addicted to jewellery, but it’s nice to have something by 
you jn casfi of a bad v>^6ek. Perhaps, yob woil’t mind 
assisting me. ^Pick^mJ out Something qq,ie^ and gentle- 
manly that — er — tha&will J>aivn for three hundred I ” 
And Swears walked back to^Gerri^rd Street with a 
four-hundred-and-eighty guinea ruby glinting in his 
black satin scarf 1 
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It being indubitably true that without luck mere 
merit is foredoomed to failure, it must ever be a source 
of anxietyjto those who are experiencing a temporary 
slump, but wlio still desire to keep up with the proces-* 
sion, to fix the precise limit to which they will go in 
drawing on their stock of rectitude. It bothers me 
enough, I know. But as I stood on one Friday after- 
noon of many yearsi agp ‘in the weighing-room at 
Sandown Park in conversation with a certain * owner * 
of those tildes, there came along Fred Archer and 
took my associate of the mon^ent away. For several* 
minutes the^air engaged in qwi^t but earnest conver- 
sation over by the door of gentlemen- riders* 

dressing-ioom, and presently, when Archer had to 
mount and ride off thrbugh the trees, my friend came 
b^ck to ine ^qd told me to be sure to meet him at 
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the samel before facing commenced on, the 
followingAfteJnoon. I was not entitled — nor jnclined 
— to aik tht reason why, but, havjng saturated myseif 
quite,«early ia my ^pjjrenticeship (as every, a^^nt 
racing jburifali^ic novice should do) with the metrods 
by whigh pre-histori^ plungcnj played tl^^ preat Game 
during th« old red sandston^ period, I was ^uite 
preparcc^ etcpcrience tl^ then unprecedented luxi^ 
of standing in a coup, AncLtJjx:^^h at the time the 
whola of the facts w^re not ^aid before me, I subse- 
quentl)% ascertained them to.be as •follo\?s. ^ 

Archer had bdtn gambling — (Official ^corroboration 
of this may not be forthcoming, «incejt is stijl believed 
in entail! quarters that the oqly jockey ever suspected 
of such a thing was torn to pieces i^i ^Tattersairs, an^ 
is stil^ hanged in effigy annually at Ne,wmarket; 
nevertheless wL%t I have stated is a fact)-^and„up tef 
that iTrida^" aftetnooi^,*was Jhree thousand to the bad 
on the week. ’Seeing nothing in that day’s programme < 
on.which he could get out, he had conceived the idea 
of tendering himself a small benefit performance on 
the following afternoon, and had spotted, as a lil^fely 
aniftial to do the mair# ‘ turii,^ a iirare in wM»h my 
c^ompanion of the weighing-room owned a half share, 
and whic^ was engaged irv a ^ handicap that had ‘been 
nfadt some time. With his m^fvellous brain he had 
not only picked out the hors®, but had sized up the 
entire possibilities^ of th^ situation. , . 

‘‘ There wil^ be ten* gr eleven runners,” he said, in 

effect, “and S •* \J[ll be i^vourite, While ours will 

be quite five or six to one. If only you will wire for 
your mare, I will pay for a special’ train to get her 
here ; will ride her, and you shall be on a monkey to 
nothing besides the sptakes.” 

iS 
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“ But,” demuired the hall owner, h?^ already 
brownly studied the race by the odou** of^ the lamp, 
“tlicre are at least iwo tnat will beat my riare,,Fred.” 

‘^Qujlte right,” answered Fred , I n'ad it th'^t way 
my*^ Jf, and will arrange accordingly.” 

“ Then,” saW the owner, with as much calm resigna- 
tion befits one who already sees his own way out 
of the jungle, “ the wire go^s otf this instant 1 ” 

Long before racing;^ started" on the Saturday, the 
mare was there ; and the printed result is one gf my 
favourite resdPts m the old book Calendar, For every, 
thing happened precisely as , Arche; had prophesied, 
S — stilting favourite, but being beaten by ,pur 
mare by hah a length. It was a glorious trii^priph, 
though I, being, compelled by circumstanCfes which do 
hot concern the 'Veader to fly fairly close to the 
stubble at the time, and having, amongst other things, 
to Jiock my gold watch for a fiver ^t the coiner of 
Craven Street, netted only sixty-eight sovereigns, or 
four to one to seventeen pounds, ‘ready.’ As all 
persons ot 'sense must desire the reduction of the much- 
vaunted ‘uncertainties of the Turf,’ of which the 
opponents of horse-raCiUg ciake such a sickening 
mouthful, Archer’s effort wa§ distinctly laudable, inas- 
much as a greater ‘ cert ’ never followed on the fall df 
the flag. > 

But, aSfc well as the ^ c^rts ’ that follow the falling of 
a flag, therh are those that si^^ceed the cracking of ^ 
pistol; and the long-ago hero of one o? these is a 
certain person of such inflexibly integrity to-day, tttat 
his identity must be masked iti these pages by the 
pseudonym of Joseph Andrews. He is a very real 
and reputable citizen, carrying the gold-headed cane 
wliich inspires confidence, and adorning his coachman’s 
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be'^'^er \itji tfle cockade to which (in the words of • 
poor Chi\lie»Head) he is ci^titled as a life-mpember of 
the Arm and Navy stores. Yet, years ago ifl*fhe 
day5fc*of his ^on-pqjjdigfeed obscurity he waS ^ly a.* 
poor boy ih Sheffield, free from bad ambition beyond 
the w^lls of the cutjery map,jifact^ry ii*? which he was 
engaged, and punctuating the^drudgery that^feil upon 
him only b)i a weekly ysit to the running groufids. , 
For in those days the youtl^j ff' 4 ^hcffield were badly 
bitten by the Harry Hutchens micro|j^ — worse than 
they’va ever been before o» sincje* * At least ene pair 
of running drawers was*to be found in* y;ie humblest 
waprdrobe ; while Joseph Andreevs wAs sg deeply Stung, 
tt^U he was dpcnly going ^without; underclothes in 
order to buy a stop-watch. By-^cf-by he could (k) 
the iilc in four-twenty-nine and two-^fths. He 
began to wear & sort of ‘ keep yohr eye oi\ this ‘space' 
air, aftd to discern pSssibilities in life ^uitc apart from 
the grindstone. He could go and sit in a corner with 
thp back page of the Sporting Life on a Safiirday, and 
completely give himself up to an advanced form of 
•diental intoxication ; all that^hc yearned to (^was to 
takfc down the numbef of one W.* Slade, wSb had 
lowered the mile recoi;d» to 4 29^. 

Whenever a* man feels likq making a fool of himself 
he CAn always find someone to egg him on with a 
cheer, was one of the aphorl^jms of the ^ate George 
Bateson ; ^d, b)j the ^me rule, the ^modern •athletic 
RaleJfeh, who fjiin would clknb but that he fears to fall, 
can generally be ^r^oked into makfng the essay. 
And so it came to Andrews’ ears that on the matter 
being mentioned to a certain Bookmaker in the town, 
an argumentative fellow named 
asked with a sneer whether the menacer of Slade’s 
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record intended to have pneumatic caslhrs .un^er him, 
or ^merely to defer making the attempt u*iitil4 favour- 
able electrical disturbance was taking placjb at *'New- 
hall.'^irhese and many similar t.aui/ts caucsed And'^-ews 
to appeal to a genial tavern-keeper nal^ned Bell, v. ho 
haci already baeked up an^;! brought out several p»*omis- 
ing runners, and, as Jim Bacon continued ta maintain 
that all Sheffield’s real athleU‘s,were dead* and buried 
and was quite willfiig’^'.j^ back ^ his opinion "with his 
iqpney, a matcj? against time was ultimately arranged. 
Fex a sCake of fifty pounds a side Andrews was to 
run a mile heCween two givefi milestones on a level 
bit of turnpike rdad which lay just outside the brioks 
and mortar of the town,* in three weeks from sigr.irg 
aiticles; and in "bidder to win he had got to wipe out 
§lade*s time of 4*29 J. The affair was to be kept 
masonicallycsecret, as, in the event of Joe turning out 
a topsawyer, th6re was big money to Be picked up at 
'the many^gate-meetings which abounefed all round 
the cutlery capital. 

Joseph placed himself almost entirely in the 
hands of the tavern-ke^,per, who dabbled so mucR 
in sport that he kept on his” premises a tough knd 
wiry ♦■rainer who was equally at home in running 
a pedestrian into form cr 'walking a coursmg grey- 
hound into condition. This genius possessed the 
additional rdrtue of being absolutely speechless save 
to his 6mpl6yei:, and had ne\\,r even been known te 
address a dgg during a ten-mile tramp«save with one 
of two mysterious words sounding like ‘gip* and 
‘bor* respectively, but which the intelligent brutes 
seemed quite to understand. Before Joseph had been 
many evenings onthe road with this schoolmaster, his 
quick perception told him he Was a shine. Though 
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his sil^t Wjtor nfver »uttered % single depretatory 
word, o^even grunted his dissatisfaction, therc^was a* 
despair^ tfie way in whigh he put away* the stop-, 
watch after timing a spin, thaf was more expi&?iv^ 
thatf ^ny Jecfiire. •Mk^Bell seemed strangely ij^heticf 
tdh, and by the end of the first ten days of his training 
Joseph Andrews iblt almc^t siijk at heart enough to 
shed teaH To his good friend Bell, he r^e<*ted, he 
was a *jsel?ss mouth4 rifid how little consideratioft th^ 
philosophic victualler hadl^ !br boncJies inutiles was 
sho^n when, he wrung the necks of 4 hree black hens ' 
that hadn’t laid for a fortftight^ and then haii the hen- 
house altered to accorrfmodate a badgor^ Again there 
^^as the mortification of losing a hnatch ^o so*cocka- 
^Roop api adversary as Jin:> Bacon, who might safely 
be Relied upon to put on all ftis* frills and spend 
seve\al days in going round* Sheffield blowing abo,ut 
wh^t he had ^one,tp the new “Deerfooti Despairing 
of winnfng Jiis race by any earthly fneans, Joe might 
even have gone down on his knees in his^ little garrSt 
?tnd bespeched divine protection againsfe disaster, as 
the matadors do before entering the bi!ll-ring, f^only 
he had known about it. % ^ * 

At twelve o’clock on the night before the^tempt, 
Joe Andrew^ lay uneasily upon his attic bed^ watch- 
ing through the window^, whfuh was innocent of any 
soft of blind or curtain, the great gun-metal-coloured 
clouds chasing one another across the fac« of thomoon. 
In yain He turned ovfr and tried tp gb to ^leep : his 
gaze would baefk to that grefit blue vault 

above him, so like|h deep* and mighty ocean across 
which so many dark and smoke-shaped fslands were 
drifting rapidly towards destruction. And when, in 
four or five hours’^ time, this panoramsi pa3sed away ; 
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whatV//^«? Th« daylight; the cfawnijp^of day 
* which*was to see him humbled — disgraced— jwred at I 
, Joe got up, and, opening the window, Icj^ed out 
^Fort)^ feet below him, In the little ^stone-flagged ^jrard, 
'lay ac( odd collection of impfbmcnts &d^ma,tefials 
belonging to the worthy jobbing builddr who rented 
the two kitch€ri^. There /vere twcJ.or three ninS-inch 
drain-pipers and salt-glaAid junctflons, some plasterers* 
•lath^, a half-used sack of Fo^land cemcn^t some 
shovels sticking in a h’eaP«jf sand* some broken bricks, 
sopie red pantiJrs, ,a ,trowcl or two, and a variety of 
other lurfiber which only those who live in the*lime- 
dust could fii>d*a use for^ or even catalogue. 

Joseph AVidrtw^ stood looking at* tl\cse things till 
his eyes took on a* new alertness, and the e^il thoughic 
w^^S flashed across h^s brain — dm'e he ? * 

.Desperation urged ^him on. lie slipped mt6 his 
clones with “silent celerity and# f neaped down, the 
stairs carrying liis shoes in his hand, like a faint- 
hearted safe-blower approaching a ticklish job. 
Access to the back yard was not difficult to gain, foh 
non^f the odcupants of the lower flats were million-, 
air^s, an|^ rarely ijsed ani> iron, bolt — except in se[f- 
defenc^ And, once there, Joe knew what he wanted. 
Making his selection hurrie*dly, and , placing his> 
borrowings in the bofCom ^f a bushel basket, he^ 
next shouldered the basket and let himself out by Ihe 
front door. ^ ^ 

It beir%, by now, nearly onfe o’clock, the streets ‘ 
were fairly deserted ; but Jbe kept, in the shadow of 
the houses and sped albng towards the northern 
suburbs of the town. ^From the rate at which he 
scuttled along he might have been his own gjiost, 
doomed to rwli the race in perpetuity and going 
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to the [lost— ji^t as mWnight wfiyfhrers have seen 
a phantoTi* i^rcher riding across Newmarket Heatlv 
But if only trotted tllrou^h the silerft strp(;ts 
of Sl^effield, ^e fairjy ^roke into a run as, chqf kling 
witjji l<iugiiter, he^ gained the country roa^^and 
presently amibled past the first of the two mile- 
stones wlych were tio play su'Jih a prominent par^ in his 
future hist<jp^. He laughed* at the old gfey stone 
whose faformation tlfrofigh several generations Tiad 
been as unchanged a^ was tfmt iamous panacea which 
Burton says was prescribed by Lliocc^ides, approved 
by Mathiolas, a^ad repejtecT by Aldrovandus ,^but Flic 
otyect of his nightly prowling lay further on.^ His 
journey ended ^t the second milestone, •where, having 
first looked! cautiously *aroi5nd, unlimbered the 
bushel basket. The paltry, but sufficient, gleam ?)f 
light that follpwed the ignitioij of the chndle, disr 
closed a troweV a pick of cement, and •a labourer’s 
tin dinner-pail. Gripping 'the milestone as firmly as 
blind Samson grasped the pillars of the ^Philistines* 
doomed house, Joseph ultimately rocked ^d tugged 
>he granite recorder till he loosened it iif ks bedjiiind, 
within twenty minutc% he Vas atje to lirNili^odiliy 
out of its settings. He would have shouldered it^but 
1:hat its weight was Mo great, and it was only with 
difficulty* that he could early *it at all. When once 
he got it above his knees, however, he shambled back 
alon|^ the road with for considerab^ ovei* one 
hundred yards, and there he set it down! Then with 
his tallow dip* he inade a*minute survgy*of .the road- 
side, spending eight or terf minutes in selecting a 
suitable spot. In another tcn.,plyir^ the trowel with 
the desperation of a rebellious convict digging for his 
liberty with a tin dinner-plate, he hall Mug a snftill 
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oblcAig grave ji^st Jpig enongh t 6 receive thp bottom 
half of the block of granite, which hie wafs careful to 
insert with rigid accuracy. Some of tlfe cAnent was 
^ then sprinkled dowrr the interstices on all sidbs and 
moi^iKed with the water frtm'^the dinner-^a^h It 
was a highly creditable job for a novice, and satisfac- 
tion shone is JosepJj’s faye as he\jazed at his iiandi- 
work.‘ ^ ' 

But day was breaking, anfli tfepre yet Kjihatned the 
old hole to be fill^^iy and tjirfed over. Carrying 
the earth whif b he had thrown up from the nfcw to 
tti^ old*, site, therefore, AiiJrews filled^ in the Original 
trench, anc^ carefully covered the freshly-disturbed 
mould with s^mc? sods* cut from the meadow on the 
other side of the greystone Yorkshire « wall. *^80 
aftistically did h*e ^^raft the growing greenswar^, and 
afterward? obliterate his own footmarks by adroitly 
trailing his coat in tHe dust, tha{ ^no evidences of the 
operation remained, nor w<?uld one pair^ of *eyes in a 
•hundred have detected the patch where once the 
second mijestone stood. Somewhat wearied by this 
' una^ustoi^eid work, but sustained by the cpnviction 
that h^^d made his mj^tch a ‘pinch’ indeed, Joseph** 
gathef^ u{^ his * implements* and started for home 
witli a light heart. True, one brief gasp of apprehen# 
sion thrilled him ere b: gamed the stone pavements. 
When nearly into the towq, a forlorn tramp stareU so 
curiously ‘at the bushel* basket that Andrews grew 
inwardly alalm^d, and, whenVhe \^ndercr had dis-^ 
appeared, sijnk the whole of the guilty impedimenta 
in a roadside *pond, greatly to t|ie disturbance of an 
old she-dilck, who didn’t forget to express her righteous 
vexation or to proclaim*her religious opinions generally. 

•Two hpui;^|later the race was run. Small as the 
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company have hten, Jin> Bacon had brought . 

enough of ^is’pals with him to have posted ‘one af 
ever^ ffl:y yards; nor had Mr Bell beefti able tc\ 
restyct' his crowd^ of^ sporting* customers--^t|ie very 
cream oS hi§ prh^ate bar — to leSs than twej)ty-twcf^ 
So, with the* dumb trainer bringing an equally silent' 
chuA, there were/nearly svcty«pect5tbrs to see Joe 
Andrews make his theeky Attempt to lower Slade’s 
mile rftord. 

And, in the race*coursd'%vcfhacular, “how did he 
do itr 

He went off^ the mark* like ‘an arrow frefn a bow, 
and, flying ahead in a style^ which si%gested ‘ evens ’ 
at a hundred jon*any day next wAk, he breasted the 
•tape amictet wild and epthu^iasti^ shouting in exactly 
4 * 2 fj! Not only did the Bellites go wild with deli|ht, 
but the Bacqpites also, for in Jthe whole ‘wide world 
there ans no Jwo iVing beings on whcmi new frjends 
arc showered in greater jfbundance flian the jock that 
rides the winner and the ped that cuts thg time. * 

* But in all his triumph Joe never lc»t his head. 
^^His chief, indeed his only, ambition, h^ declared, tl^as 
tp “ go up and see L<jndon7’ notwjthstanoSig the wise 
and well-meant admonitions of those who ha& jafore- 

• time seen oqually prt)fnising lads ‘ seeing Loudon * — 
^generalfy with one eye*shuT. Quite likely, if only 

the money lasted, the •apparently inflated youth 
added, he might take^n Switzerland as# well. ‘So, all 

* in ignorafice of the real motive which im'pelidd Joseph’s 
^oing away* the, honbst* counsellors ,n>erejy groahed 
aloud — groaned, fo| the reffson that the little pig that 
had fought its way to the fgDnt ctouldn’t*be induced 
to ^ay there and put both fore-feet in the trough — 
and dried up ; and Joe lingered in Sheffield only long 
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• enough to get his baggage. Hut the sq^ohH mClestone 
has not moved one inch ; perhaps, as An(Jrewf, now a 
‘poi^lj/, mfddle-aged capitalist, remarked iii afijuent 
I.m1abil/ty the other day: v. / • *». 

•‘I ihust ha’ took more pains with it; than vihat;.! 
thought I done * 

Oncq. according to the ‘/zva voce the late, Thomas 
Henry Callaghan, who enjoyed the double^d,istinction 
of being both a Barl^ :yid ,a'T^Ke, and who subse- 
^ quently became chief racitig reporter of the Sporting 
Life^ there was ^leld ‘in Sheffield a mighty mat;ch, in 
whiSh a t!)ig monkey was £ac|^ed to break a noted 
terrier’g rat-Jrfihng record of one hundred inside foiur 
minutes. The ^ dog was what the Initiated in sqph 
matters call ‘the .birch’s choioo/ a bit of dinine lore' 
that may or may not ppve useful to those wh^' go 
dog-buying* without an overburdening iknowledge of 
theiiv.subject.‘’ It,^is simply to let ^.he mothef choose 
a^pup for you. Take her lifter away fropn her — take 
the young d^igs into the next room — and then allow 
' tier to fetch* them. As an unvarying rule 'shc' will 
certainly back the best pup first. * 

At tys^aistance.of tim^ I utterly forget what wjs 
the dog’s fighting name, but, as soon as the sewers 
men who supplied the rats had counted cut five score * 
of the squealing animals ‘into the pit, the fiog ^as, 
dropped in. He did hqtj'as a novice might have 
done, *dash frantically into th(^ heap, and so scatter ^ 
\ the rats *in all directions ; ^but, takfhg his stand at 
what he considered a convenient distaVice, he took 
the top ra^s first, and, with masterly rapidity, broke 
their backs and thfen slung them aside. There were 
some' that he treated too lightly. The seventh *just 
struggled to fti* feet, and the sixteenth contrived to 
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crawl b%ck fnto the heap again, h\x% in each case, it 
was but a *brier respite. Remonstrated with, ifot in 
anger, but assumed surprise^y his owner — femiij^d|:d 
that J^hee's no* killing laad, th*ee*s no’ killin'” — the^ 
brillfiTn^ t^rri^ sft^tched round and snappe/l tlie' 
wounded verihin so viciously that thejr troubled him 
no further. And i^cn it c^me^to picking u^ the 
very last ra^ which stHl, like file ninety and nine that 
had becft\ accounted fir, %cj;atcbed vainly at the boards 
in the corner, and^the man ^ith the stop-watch 
bellowed out. triumphantly, “With^-ficven seconds 
to spare!” th^ rafters simply "rang again ‘^ith flic 
shouts of the delighted working cutlers. ’ •> 

^ *rhen they byouj^ht the monkey ih — the sad-faced, 
bire-based,'flea-ranchy old 'inonK ‘He was only a 
very j)rdinary sort of monkej^, even as monkeys go ; 
but he had his full share of the gift which waa bestowed 
on aV his tribe at th»«€rcation — the powei- to .squeeze 
fun out of aqy mortal thing ; and the way in which 
he wound one of his long, prehensile arm«^ round the 
n^ck of tfee pot-boy who had charge of hitA, and then 
j^roceeded to take stock of the compaiJjWthe 
the dogs, and even tlje stdins on the (^ing — tfie 
while he busily agitated himself in the region of. the 
false ribs with a view 16 scare out and dislodge the 
/>ulex tha'i really wasn't thefc, 'got him a hearty laugh 
on fiis first entrance. And td any sort of actor so 
much depends on thatj » 

* Jingo loVed laughter and — strong* drink.'" In the 
d?am-shop, wWch lyas Ws Sheffield home,.he pbserved 
the fact that the two fjhings usually went hand-in-hand. 
He might have been above drinking’ with his master’s 
regular customers if he had been able to pay for him- 
self ; as he wasn’t, he sank his self-respeiitin obedierke 
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to his mighty thirst As a general thin^he liras in a 
maudlin state of fuddlement by seyen in the evening 
and comfortably intoxic^^ted by nine, wfien the great 
monkjQT principle of ^hugging^omcthing would* assert 
i4splf,^and, with his long arms clapped rSunjJ tl),e^ tieck 
of a singularly silky and gentle blacl^ cat, he wduld 
sleep off his^ debauth ii^ front ofl^the fire in the bar 
parlour, n ' * 

On this particular nccasjon 1*;' was in 6ie yery best 
humour in the world, a3d ‘cleanly had no notion of 
the programmer' tjiajt^had been mapped out for* him. 
A^smalh flat, iron-headed hammer, weighing probably 
fourteen or 4 €fLeen ounces, was placed in his right paw, 
and, with irur sidiian anxiety to oblige, he prompV^v 
began to pound^-«tJje table, but without to mucK Vs 
16oking at what he was doing, for his’^head w^s in- 
variably turned the^ other way, and ^his eyes* were 
neater 'still. < ^ ^ ♦ 

“Aah ye ready?” presently asked ^ the licensed 
victualler (who had taken over from the pot-boy the 
stage-mant*gement of the monkey) of the^twp mfcn 
'Tni^* had iyden busily dropping the second hundred 
oV rats iSnto the, pit, dnd, Ageing answered in the 
affirmative, he carefully deposited Jingo on the boards 
and roared, “ Then, tyam ! ^vhich was, as near as hk 
mother tongue could*^ gfetT to the appellation of the 
great destroyer. ' * 

In this instance the holddr^f the watch commenced 
counting off the flying seconds aloud, for, coptrarjr 
to the expectations and fne‘hopgs ofl-all, the monk 
made no attempt to begin, l^it, shifting his little 
hammer into his^left paw, recommenced irritating his 
epidermis with the claws of his right fist in a 
n^anner Ihss.* would have won sympathy of the 
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parliamentary jpromoter of the "^erfeiinous Pe|sons* 
Bill • . 

Tha anxiety depicted on the publican's face#was^ 
truly^omical fo bejiipld^ He durst not lay a h^d on ^ 
Jingo nor*to\j!th a single rat, but he swore at fhe 
monl^y freely, an^ the monk retaliated in cordial 
but vehement dumbsljow with every bitter curse that 
was kn'^wTi'Ho the foresj. The an^yiittle ape «pat 
from between his ch^teriJ^ at his master, and ‘ 
oncoor twice menaced him with th*e_ hammer, but — 
well, tjhe rats* might have,gon^*to*bogganing for ^411 
that he cared T * , 

^•“Thirty secon<^ gone!” bellowe^ the^timelieeper, 
^id, as thojigh'disturbed by Jhe thundrous voice, one 
of the grey-whiskered rodents left kie mob and rgn 
into the centfO of the pit. Ji«go saw it, but he only 
went on tchk-tchkjn^ with hi^ tongue^ against his* 
palate, a^ a cdachman 4^^^, and presently* the 'rat 
drew a little* nearer. » 

» O, imprudent, injudicious, long-tailed aliij^n from old 
Asia! On your silky head be your o^yi blood 
tliat of your companions in qaisfortune. unwilling 
toilet well alone, th^ meddlesomfe little rcdc«at ad- 
vanced, and, with gratuitous viciousness, bit* the 
inoffensive monkey on th*. posterior of his person. 

^ How the whole aspect of thjngs changed with that^ 
bitej As the monkey Mt the rat’s incisors, he let off 
one shrill screeclj that ieverberated in the g^s-globes, 
c^nd *his in^tjintaneouSfe a»d irascible glance at his 
squealing foes seAned to s^y, You commenced it ; 
now then, stand by t Fun is fun, t)ut when it comes 
to horseplay, Tm a leader!'* And then he fell to 
worlf with the velocity of a milk-se^arat^^. Beginning 
with the rat that had bitten him, he snatcheH them up 
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,one !y one and smashed them wife the hammer 
just as .an already overworked' postmaster whose 
pfftca had been stormed bn a Christmas Eve by an 
^^army tourists with the pok-ca-rd cr'^ze might set 
hirflself to stamp an impossible avald?j;ichd of cards 
before the qyerdue mail-train got in, using ^qual 
parts of ink, elbow-grec»«?ie, and profanity. -Bang! — 
bang! Bang! — o-njrl went the monkey s hammer. 
Two ^jtamps apiece arid right bet\(reen the 

eyes! Nor did 'he throw their bodies carelessly 
asMe : as each rat gotr^rfs r^edicine he Was piled upon 
his deceased friends in a tidy heap, all with their tails 
one way. Borne them splashed a bit, but Jingo 
never stopped Tor a little thing like that. Unheeding 
th^ shrieks of laughyer that aiose on all sides, he was 
banging away like an ex4;ra hand at thif G.P,0.,'^nd, 
ill one hundred seconds that only seemed like ten, he 
had* killed his rats, piled their corpses in a square 
s^'ack, thrown down his hammer, and was ^deaveuring 
to examin<o the spot where he had sustained the 
punct^pre. r * 

V V/on iapi walk by sevf nty-six seconds ! ” 'shouted 
the tiiT^keeper ; anti the pot-boy, reappearing, carried 
the monkey back to his dressing-room. 


But, witohed by this wmsome monk, I have lingered 
in Sheffield long after I shoulcf have been at Piccadilly 
Circus, demonstrating (as .my parting gffort) Tiow 
sheer, unexpected luck njay sometimes override the 
calculations of the sharpest. 

Over all Piccadilly Circus, or, to be precise, the 
amysing herpes who habitually gather in its bars, 
the^loom of Christmas Eve had settled. The only 
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faro joftt §fill ij^iknowiT to the polite was clo^d for 
‘ the holjdaj?^/ arftW there wasn’t such a thing as a 
roulejte table at work withifi fifty miles. Everybod}^ 
seeij^pd to b|, bent^ oi^going home early, lat^ with^ 
pctoltry in mat baskets. To the unspuak^le 
detriment of ever}jj public and private interest, every 
branch otf sport that a maix\ could bet on had been 
shovelledo aside to make room for idiotic church 
festival, ''every sign ahd ‘ 'which was as infallible* 

a symptom of intellectual'* backwArdncss as is the 
pictur, ^-writing of the gipsjes •en^wal'ls and doorpos?ts, 
or the Chinese preparations for Immediate death after 
accidentally gazing on a wet> cat. ^ Eveli, that, jovial 
4nd resourcefvil individual, the Punching Machine, 
Vho had ‘purchased aft aftfirnoo^ ^newspaper in tjie 
faintfhope of^unearthing even, a coddam competition, 
was stared iortiie face by nothing but *death and* 
dearth. > ^ ^ ’ 

Was ther« ever such a lot of gulls as the British 

public ! ” he cried, angrily. “ Half a million o’ money 
for famine in Chitral — Chitraly lordlimmy, jthere 
nonsuch place, an’ ev^n if there wl«^ witlf Hve 
gi^ys in it, perishmy, ysDU could buy ’em ana sWp ’em 
at a shillin’ a dozen ! .^nother twenty thousand for 
^a plague in^ Katmandoo.^in\ Burmah — Katmandoo, 
mark yoii, which was on’y invented by Harmsworth’s* 
to sell the Daily Mail ! Qh, }t makes me ache ; but — 
striKemelucky, if you want to see a famine come 
to the Hay market : there ftasu’t been a quid changed 
there for th/ei^ wecak^ I ^ • 

To Piccadilly Cil’cus, Christma^ Eve meant the 
arbitrary suspension of all profitable hostilities until 
afterjjBoxing Day. ^ ^ j 

“By which time” as Black Harry, who" from his 
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tphysiognomical unloveliness was alfy called ‘The 
Man Behi^id the Face/ by the familiar jocose, observed 
'^l^gukriously, “ my digestive apparatus will proj^ably 
j^aye c8hfte to the conclusion tnat jijy thsoat has ^^en 
cutV ^ ^ 

But Black ,Harry-j-a hearty, ^Idierly man, who, 
despite«his son^ewhat forbidding nickname, hiid never 
donee any Sling leaS^^asonable than demolish a sea- 
side circulating library;,"/ 4 -j <|5roprietor of which had 
lumbered him on^to a novel with the promising ^itle 
oV ^The whereas, as tienry 

explained to the constable who dragged him out c 
the ruins aHd conycyed him to th^^ lock-up, “ Wtd 
by thunder I vVhy, there^ wasn’t a single thing in the 
whole dam book thac ai^-tkoolgirl didn’t know I ” — was 
not quite so despondent^ as his words implied, %Nor 
was his greatest chum, Joe Scott. Each had the 
inherent greatness of character which rises -superior 
tj reverses, and, what was eleven gicate» impor^'ance, 
each had th ' nucleus of a small bank left. 

must fall back on -the Hat 
Stakes, tha,*inish to take olace in the American Bai 
at seven sharp.” ^ 

“The Hat Stakes it is. Toe,” instantly assented 
Black harry ; and the compact was as fiimly made as 
any under a scarlet seal. ^ 

To^the Uncontaminatej^, \l|^e Hat Stakes may need 
some introduction. It «s playable with zyiy sort o 
memorandum book, capital ,(if^ possilJle), a know>edg< 
of the art of betting, an^ — punt'^r,*. H^who make 
the book lays the^^odds against any particular varieti 
of headgear passing, or arriving at, a fixed point at . 
gitien time. persons possessing brains as well a 
eyes and ears, the possibilities of the game are ver 
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yreat, ^veAec|^theyfnainly arft, by the most yridely 
diverge!^ coyditidi^ii of locality, time of the. day, and 
state of the weather. Th«» goal m§.y be ’ any^lyng 
rroi:p,^\ street corner a prominent pillar-Jj^x, but 
tljp d»or»of » prlAte bar in which the bettprs^ dre 
congregated is best ; and Joe Scott and Black Harry 
iver^ chyracteristi&lly wise^ in’* fixing *the fipish at 
the Amef^an Bar, with the tick for 'the ^ome 
plate. "*♦ * i ** * 

News of the ne#ly-promoted ^take was flashed 
round^ the circus with that rapidity which 

conveys to the townspyopTe of Newmarket Hhe ni?me 
Df every big winner as it ^sses the ?lowley Mile 
rfand, or long^ before any news frofta tl^ Ileatn could 
possibly r€ach them. Pro ^^ ^v leven the mannikin 
abo^ the d^^n king-fountain^ might have swallowed 
a communicn|Wiia air wave, but for hisi being 
broijze. ^ 

Punters accosted Scoft and his partner at eve^ 
street corner : punters, when the first rusfi was over, 
^ec^ unyarthed in the buffets of the Ha market and 
Piccadilly, and were even run to ground \in themipre 
distant resorts of Rupert and of Glasshoilse Streets. 
nIjt, with so promising an event to bet on, couljd all 
London hav$ produced a finer fielder than Jos Scott 
purdenei but lightly by rcs^nsibility or restraint of’ 
any sort, he had a flow wOtds that wa^ unceasing 
and'^a mother wit that ’•/as iijresistible : it would^have 
been* like finding money to h^ave backeef hiif? to speak „ 
for an houi^tvithc^ut nlaklng a statement ,As fresh 
probable starters * &curred*to him, he seemed to find 
backers for them ; and thougj;i nattirally over such a 
course* or^ a Christmas Eve the long-sleeved silk 
topper was always a firm favouritej thePe ’^seemed tc/ Be 



290 


PITCHER IN PARADISE * 

unlimjted backing for quite half-a-dozen others — 
indeed, the rapacious bookie soon, Hunting his 
offjr^ to five to ^one, bar wev|n, and three to one, bar 
totirl ft , 

^ »Tor< did good money brought in oy .ner who 
hastily took fijur’s' on the strength of having seen 
three intoxicated troopeig of irregtdar horse J:rying to^^ 
line-up ftr door of the Londqn^ Pavilion 

‘shake the position^^^V though the* citizen- 

soldiers weremorrUy certain to be refused admission 
and almost as certai^jtt? seek alcoholic solace across 
the road afterwards ; nor did the sudde.i buckling up 
of a benzine buggy on sandbox and the spilling 
of two idiots jf'n leather headgear induce any long&^ 
odds than ten’s, JbeJ* of^’em. By half-past six 
Joe Scott must have been at least thre^,. times r^und 
on his, bo ok, and probably more that. But 

Joseph knew nis jDusiness to the lisr/it, he was standing 
right to his technique all the time,” as the old writers 
used to say ^ and no sweeter sight is there than that 
of the man j^ho has got his profession or h^ndifivaft 
i^peu dowi! on all four sides of him and bolted o^* 
clamped underneath in the middle. As soon, there- 
fore, .as the wildcat wagering began, Joe Scott made 
the sudden discovery thfiit it wanted but five minutes 
to the hour of seven ; and on his entering the Bar and 
declining fjurther transactions, I borrowed the book 
and extracted the follow tng, v^hich club-settlers may 
safely accept as the closijig prices : — • 

j " S. P. ON TiUE Hat Si^AivES. ^ 

1 1 to 10 against a eilk topper (taken iteely). 

6 to 4 „ a black bbwler (taken and offered). 

^ ^9 to 4 Gibus, Of opera hat (taken). 5 

25 to 10 „ a brown or drab bowleg (taken twice). 
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3 trf'' I ag&inst a Hombt rg, or * TriJby,* ^ny colour (taken). 

7 to 2 • „ *tt» white felt with black band (taken). * 

4 to / ImpeVial Yeomanry sombreros, ^ith either 

^ buttons or feathers (taken). 

ito I „ check tv.<ied caps (taken and offered)) 

5 tri 2 ’ a s^rlwyard of any sort (taken). ^ 

10 to I leather motors (taken feverishly), and 

100 to 3 „ eac!j; white beaver-'^ khaki' bowlers, or pith 

• helpiets (offeilid). ^ ^ ’ 

Andrew, though ijtho urinks was constant, 

and peremptory ersouglf l^ep, both barkeeper® 
steadily on tjie go, all eyes* yva^cred 'towards Jhe 
familiar clocks perched ov$r the*door that le^cfs to the 
lavatory. Outwardly undisturbed, Joe"SQOtt took his 
' <iat upon the corfter of one ot the 3 knaU squard black 
■Jables andtdeclined alike to^agef or tc) drink. Only 
half*fi minut^ to seven I ’ 

As the lagg^jci hands clock crawled over the 

last, thirty second J^f the ground, on® might have* 
heard Egypjian Unified® drop. And, truly, what a 
striking exemplification it was of the splendid eafnest- 
nes«? and^ admirable consistency of the torn gambler 
— the fe/low who would rather bet than»ctt : thr\ hcri 
who had trained himjelf td share^ anybody’s opinion 
fo. the sake of gain — to watch those thirty Oi “forty 
able-bodied disciples ofi^^the strenuous life all ^trained 
to the highest tension seemingly trivial and* 

unimportant point of what fashion of head-covering 
the next comer might ^/ect| ^ * » 

Bqt, by this, tiie time was! up. The khadow of the 
old clock’sjonger hand passed dead over the Roman 
numerals ‘XII* wilh an ahnost inaudible click,' ^nd 
Joe Scott cried, as^is eyes shot frdhi the 'dial to tl'o 
door : - ^ 

“Vhey’re off!” 
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** Yes,” gruntedcBkck Harr;, “and r^eres a Drand: 
sour tfeen waitin' for you for the l9®***t][ve m?nutes.” 

Scott eKtended his hand for the drin*k, but neve 
turiied^ his head. In '“a few ^-^onds more som&pd} 
gns^etP with bated breath, “The/Ve comirgi? am 
eveiy eye turned towards the swinging doors as th( 
sound of apptoaching footsteps was heard. ^ Nearer 
and neare^ anc?iT^*arer came the fifeet, until a| last their 
pwn^’s shadow fell a fitf”^ inf^-ant on the g^ound- 

gJlass panels. The swing' dodls be^lched open, and 

In walkeJ'*a ctpper-coloured Hindoo, his forelieac 
suranouiitnd by a white musim turban, and bearing ot 
high in his fight hand a glistening silver entree dish 
And as he^’w^^ilk^ diagonally acrbss the room h*t 
cried : s ‘ 

^ Curry to-night, gentlemans ! Of Malay '» 
Madras ! Curry to-night, gentlemans^”' 

“,A skmncr! — great-balls-of-fr^ ! a skinner 

shouted the well-nigh frantic Joe Scott, droppin^^ the 
biandy sour with a crash and rushing forward anc 
embracing ti'C astonished Hindoo cook. “Turbajj**" 
•ton in a (— < j-) walk I ’Formerly ran as thh Calk 
Cadi colt ! ^Twenty-eight knd a half quid on the book 
and Kiever laid a shilling against it ! ” 

Aye, and there was <no IJlack List in that day 
either I 

o 

fc 

« c ^ " 

^Fl»IS CIIART4EQUE VIAEQUE. • 
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